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	1. Cuddling

**December 15 2013**

**Prompt: Cuddling**

**Modern AU**

* * *

><p>Hiccup grumbled as he finally found sanctuary under the covered porch at his front door. He welcomed the fact that the rain drops had ceased their assault on his person, but that didn't change his mood after what had already happened that day.<p>

He had woken up late that morning because his alarm clock hadn't gone off. Normally Jack would have been there to wake him up, but Jack had had to leave extremely early that morning for work. When he did finally wake up, Hiccup had gotten changed and bolted out of the house, only to find that his car battery had died. Resigning himself to the fact that he would have to take the bus and be late, he started to walk. Half way into the ten minute walk to the bus stop, the heavens opened up and Hiccup had left his umbrella at home. And because life really had it out for him, as Hiccup was walking up to the bus stop, water dripping from his soaked clothing and hair, the bus passed without stopping and forced him to wait another thirty minutes for the next one.

When he finally arrived at the auto shop, the day only continued to get worse. The coffee was garbage, so Hiccup had a hard time staying awake, and then Snotlout took the honour of pointing out that his shirt was inside-out in order to embarrass him. He busied himself as soon as he could in order to try and take his mind off the morning's events. Unfortunately, that didn't work as he only got to work on one car that day, and it was an old beater that even Hiccup couldn't figure out the problem with.

So, there Hiccup stood, on the front porch, soaked and exhausted. It didn't help that he knew as soon as he walked in he would have to start making dinner since Jack wouldn't be back until later. He really wasn't in the mood to cook, but he didn't want to make his boyfriend pay for his bad day.

Hiccup cursed at his keys as he fumbled to get the door unlocked. When he did manage to get in, he took off his shoes and climbed up the stairs to the bedroom to get out of his soaking wet clothes.

Upon entering the room, before even turning on the light, Hiccup was startled by a soft mewling sound. Looking over to the source of the sound, he could see the yellow-green eyes staring at him with a sense of annoyance even through the dark.

"Sorry Toothless," Hiccup whispered, realizing he must've woken the cat from his nap. Sometimes he thought that cat slept more than he was awake, but he still loved him nonetheless. Hiccup just grabbed whatever he could without turning on the light and went out into the hallway to change.

Finally in some dry clothes, Hiccup returned downstairs and went into the kitchen to start dinner. He turned on the gas stove to medium heat and placed a pan on top, putting in a few tablespoons of oil. Deciding he may as well watch some television while he cooked, he walked across the room to the television and grabbed the remote. When he pushed the power button, however, he was greeted by a blue screen and the words "no signal".

"Of freaking course!" Hiccup said, exasperated. He turned the television as much as he could and started looking at the wires, trying to figure out which one was loose. Nothing appeared to be out of place, so he had to check each cord individually. He sat there fiddling with the cords when he was startled by the sound of the front door opening. He cursed under his breath when his head hit the cabinet the television was under.

"Hic? You here?" Jack called.

"Yeah, in here," Hiccup called back, rubbing the back of his head.

"Uh, Hic? Does something smell like it's burning?" Jack asked, still in the other room.

Hiccup thought for a minute, and then it hit him. "Crap!" Sure enough the oil in the pan was smoking, and as if on cue, it set the smoke detector off. Hiccup immediately turned off the heat and headed to the smoke detector to turn it off, but Jack beat him to it.

"You're early," Hiccup commented as Jack was reattaching the detector to the ceiling.

"Couldn't wait to see you again. I felt like today was way too long without you," Jack said, ever smiling. As he finished, he wrapped Hiccup in a hug and gave him a quick kiss.

"I'm sorry dinner isn't even close to ready. It's just, ugh," Hiccup sighed, lowering his gaze.

A wave of concern immediately came over Jack and his smile fell, as did his arms which immediately found Hiccup's hands. "Rough day?"

"You have no idea," Hiccup nearly mumbled, gaze still averted.

Jack released one of Hiccup's hands and used it to grab his chin, forcing Hiccup to look at him. Looking directly into his eyes, he said, "Then tell me." He reached back down to the dropped hand and led Hiccup over to the couch where they sat together. Jack immediately put his arm around Hiccup's shoulders.

Hiccup started from the beginning, leaving no detail out. Jack sat there, ever listening, soaking in every detail, never removing his arm and never losing eye contact. When Hiccup was finally finished recounting the depressing details of his day, Jack wrapped him in another hug with his other arm. This time, however, Jack didn't let go. Instead, he kept his arms around Hiccup and dragged him down so that they were lying down on the couch together.

They lay in silence, Hiccup fiddling with the fabric on Jack's shirt and drawing small circles while Jack kept both arms firmly around Hiccup's middle section. They didn't need to use words to feel the amount of love and understanding between the two of them at that moment. Without either of them realizing, they slowly drifted off to sleep in each other's arms.


	2. Moving In

**December 16 2013**

**Prompt: Moving In**

**Modern AU**

* * *

><p>Hayden Haddock was rubbed his lower back as he pulled into the driveway of his boyfriend's house. He loved Jack, but he definitely didn't love the three hour drive that it took to see him every other weekend. It wasn't that Jack lived in the middle of nowhere, oh no, it was exactly the opposite. Jack lived in Burgess, a medium sized town that had something for everyone. Hayden, on the other hand, lived way out on a farm with his father. Hayden would have loved to get away from the farm and move to Burgess, but he could never seem to find a job there so he never had the money to afford a place. He supposed it was a vicious cycle: no one would hire him because they thought he lived too far out and he couldn't move closer because no one would hire him.<p>

Climbing out of the car he stretched his back until he felt a satisfying pop and walked up to the front door. Jack lived on his own in a modest house on the edge of town. It was around 1700 square feet, two story with a one car garage. Hayden never understood why Jack had chosen to paint a snowflake on the pale blue garage door, but it did make it easier to find the place.

Ringing the door bell, Hayden didn't even have to wait three seconds before the door swung open and a pale skinned blur flew out at him, wrapping him in a massive hug.

"Finally!" Jack proclaimed, planting a kiss firmly on Hayden's lips. "The wait was really starting to get to me Hic."

Hayden smiled at the nickname. Jack had affectionately started calling him Hiccup (and later Hic) after their first date because Hayden was so nervous he had developed a case of the hiccups right before the date had started, and they lasted the entire night. Hayden didn't mind the name and it amused Jack, so he let him keep using it playfully.

"Yeah well the drive wasn't exactly pleasant either," Hayden responded, but now with a smile on his face.

"So, what do you want to do first?" Jack asked. He knew he didn't have much time with Hayden since he would have to do the same three hour drive back to the farm before it got too dark.

"How about lunch? I'm starved."

Jack had no problem with that, and they started to walk towards the town centre. They could have driven but Hayden was sick of his car after his drive and Jack didn't own one. The weather was perfect for walking too. It was sitting around 20 degrees, a slight breeze rustled the leaves on the trees, and there wasn't a cloud in the sky. After a quick lunch they walked around the park, saw a movie (Jack's comedy won the argument over Hayden's action movie), and finally they did some window shopping on the main street before heading back to Jack's house.

Time flew past and when Hayden looked at his watch as they walked up Jack's driveway it was already six. Jack glanced over at him and his smile fell, immediately knowing what he was thinking.

"Don't tell me you have to go already," Jack whined.

"I'm sorry Jack, I need to get back before it gets too dark. You know how those country roads can be in the dark." And Jack did know. The one time he had gone out to visit Hayden at the farm he had left too late and drove into a ditch. Fortunately Jack had some cell service so he could call Hayden for help, but Jack said he would never do that trip again. At least Hayden knew the roads.

"Alright, but can you at least come inside for just a minute?"

Glancing at his watch again, Hayden replied, "Alright, but just for a minute."

Together they walked inside and sat down on the couch in the living room. Jack paused for a moment before he continued.

"Look, Hayden," Jack started. Hayden immediately knew that this was serious; Jack never used his real name if it wasn't. "This isn't working out."

Hayden's vision immediately went fuzzy. He broke out into a nervous sweat and his heart rate elevated. Was Jack dumping him? That's what it sounded like. Hayden didn't know what he was going to do. Jack was the most amazing person he'd ever met. He didn't know what he'd do if Jack dumped him. He loved him more than words could express. Hayden calmed his whirlwind of thoughts just enough to hear what else Jack had to say.

"We live so far apart and you can only make the trip once every other week. I mean the phone calls and the Skype calls are great, but it's not the same as getting to see you in person. And, well, I only see one solution." Hayden's tears were just about to start spilling over. He had given Jack almost two years of his life and he was going to end it just because of a little distance? "You need to move in with me."

Hayden did a double take. Had he heard that right? He needed confirmation.

"I'm sorry, what?"

"Will you move in with me?" Jack asked again, smile returning to his face.

Yup, Hayden had heard right. He did the only thing he could think to do at the moment. He raised his hand, and slapped Jack directly across the face. Hard.

"Ow!" Jack yelled, hand coming up to rub his cheek. "What was that for?"

"What do you think?" Hayden asked. Jack, however, was legitimately confused. When there was no response, Hayden continued. "You made it sound like you were breaking up with me!"

Thinking back, Jack realized how it could have sounded like that and his eyes immediately widened. "Hic, oh my gosh, I'm so sorry," Jack said as he hugged Hayden, practically begging for forgiveness.

"You're lucky I love you so much," Hayden said with a gentle smile.

"And I love you Hic," Jack said with a kiss. "But you still haven't answered my question."

"Of course!" Hayden said ecstatically. "I've been looking for a way to get off that farm for ages! When were you thinking?"

"Well," Jack pondered, "tomorrow is Sunday, and I don't have any plans, so, how about tomorrow?"

Hayden nearly tackled Jack in another hug. "I can't wait."

* * *

><p>Stoick had actually taken Hayden moving out pretty passively. Not that Hayden minded; it just meant no argument and no awkward goodbye. He loaded up his Tiguan with boxes of stuff, filling the trunk and rear seats while leaving the front seat open for Toothless. Hayden had been worried that Jack would have a problem with Toothless coming with him, only having met the chocolate lab once, but Jack said it was fine. Besides, they seemed to have hit it off when Jack had visited.<p>

Hayden would have sworn the drive took longer than normal this time, but he attributed it to the fact that he was excited. Besides, this was the last time he would have to do this drive to be with Jack, or even just to get to the city. In fact, Hayden figured he'd be driving a lot less now that everything would be closer.

When he pulled into the driveway, Jack was already standing there waiting. Suddenly Hayden wasn't so sure he was the more excited one of the pair. Opening his door, Toothless suddenly bounded over him, out the door, and straight to Jack. Make that the most excited of the trio. Hayden wasn't sure why Toothless had done it, but if his best friend and his boyfriend were going to get along so easily, he had no problem with it.

"Hey Toothless," Jack said while petting the dog, "good to see you too!" When Hayden walked up to him he stood back up and gave Hayden a kiss, saying, "I'm so glad we're doing this."

"Me too," Hayden said. With one more kiss they each grabbed a box and started carrying it inside to the former guest bedroom. Hayden would have liked to have used it on some of his trips on to see Jack, but before this there had never been a bed in there. "By the way, my dad said he is going to have my bed disassembled and shipped by truck here for tomorrow, so I guess I'll just crash on the couch for tonight.

Jack mentally cursed at this. He would have loved to use this opportunity to share a bed with Hayden even if just for one night, but to save money when he himself moved out he took his bed with him, and it was only a twin. He didn't think Hayden would go for that. Instead he just settled for an, "Alright then."

The rest of the unpacking was fairly uneventful, except for when Jack dropped a box of books on his foot. Hayden had to hold back a chuckle at Jack's dramatics, but at least he knew it wasn't broken. Toothless had gotten bored watching the humans unpack after moving only two boxes and he found himself a nice sunny spot to lay under the bay window in the living room. Even after they were done he didn't move.

"Is that the last of them?" Jack asked, sounding exhausted.

"Yeah, that's it," Hayden said, chuckling. "Did that little bit of exercise tucker you out?"

"No, of course not!" Jack lied as Hayden started taking stuff out of the boxes to put away.

"Oh good," Hayden said. "I was worried I was dating a weakling."

"Of course not! Now I believe when moving pizza is customary, so I'll call the pizza joint," Jack said, pulling out his cell phone.

Hayden didn't bother to say anything, he just kept unpacking. Between the pizza and the unpacking, it was 9:30 when they were done and by then they were exhausted.

Admiring their work one last time before parting to go to bed, Jack turned to Hayden and said, "I'm so happy you said yes."

Hayden smiled and added an, "I am too."

A quick kiss was exchanged just before Jack started to leave the room. In the doorway he paused and turned back to Hayden, asking, "And Hic?"

"Yeah Jack?"

"Welcome home."


	3. Sleepover and Nightmares

**December 17/18 2013**

**Prompt: Sleepover/Nightmares**

**Modern AU  
><strong>

**Child AU**

* * *

><p>Hiccup jumped up and down excitedly while waiting at the front door. Glancing at the clock on the wall he saw that it was already 7:30. He couldn't contain the excitement bubbling over.<p>

"Dad, hurry up!" he called up the stairs. He couldn't wait to leave. Tomorrow was Jack's seventh birthday and Hiccup was going to sleep over tonight so that he got to spend the entire day with him tomorrow. Plus there was the fact that this was Hiccup's first sleepover too.

"I'm coming, I'm coming," the man replied from upstairs. He was just making sure Hiccup had packed everything that he needed for the night. Hiccup was generally pretty good, but when he got excited about something he somehow became extremely forgetful. Sure enough, Stoick found something.

"Forget something?" Stoick asked, holding the stuffed animal behind his back as he walked down the stairs.

Hiccup stopped jumping momentarily to ponder the question. He absentmindedly scratched the back of his head like he did whenever he was thinking hard as he racked his brain for the possible answers. After a solid minute Hiccup internally admitted defeat.

"What did I forget?" Stoick didn't say a word, just pulled the black dragon toy out from behind his back.

"Toothless!" Hiccup said, "How could I forget you?"

Stoick was glad he had realized Hiccup didn't have it now or he probably would have gotten a telephone call later. Hiccup never slept without that toy. He almost didn't get it, either. It was two years ago and the woman almost didn't sell it to them because he was defective; it was sewn but they forgot to add the fabric for the teeth. But, Hiccup had insisted he wanted the toothless one and even named it after that trait.

Stoick was snapped out of his memories when Hiccup started bouncing again. He had no idea where that boy got his energy from.

"Alright, let's go."

Hiccup bolted to the car and was pulling on the handle before Stoick had even locked the front door. After loading Hiccup's bag into the back seat he climbed into the driver's seat and off they went. Fortunately it was only a five minute drive to the Frost house. Once they got there Stoick hadn't even put the car in park before Hiccup was out the door and ringing the doorbell.

Stoick was walking up the walkway when the door opened to show a very excited Jack. Hardly a word was exchanged before they both bolted inside and into Jack's room, most likely for video games. When Stoick finally reached the front door he was greeted by Jack's father, perhaps the only man in town of similar stature to himself.

"Ah, hello Stoick. How are you?" the man asked in his thick Russian accent. He would have questioned why Jack didn't have the same accent if he hadn't known Jack was adopted.

"Good, how're you North?"

"Good, thank you! Would you like coffee?"

"No, thanks, I have to run. Oh, and could you please remind him he is supposed to be asleep by 10:30 and no sweets after 9?"

"I will," North smiled as he took Hiccup's bag from Stoick. With that North closed the door and took Hiccup's bag upstairs to him.

Hiccup was in awe as soon as he entered Jack's room. He knew that was where Jack kept his video games and had a TV to play them on, but he had gotten his dad to bring up a coffee table from the basement and that table was filled with more types of junk food than Hiccup even knew existed.

"Pretty amazing huh?" Jack asked, not really needing a verbal answer as Hiccup's gaping mouth was enough. "Tonight is going to be so awesome! What do you want to play first?" Jack asked as he walked over to his video game collection. They spent a moment searching through the boxes before North walked in with Hiccup's bag.

"Ah boys, before you get started, I just want to say something."

"What is it dad?" Jack asked while still sorting through the boxes. Hiccup had gotten up to taken his bag from North.

"Stock just wanted me to remind Hiccup that he is not supposed to have junk food after 9 and should be asleep by 10:30." As the boys let out a collective groan, North continued. "And I wanted to tell you that as long as you keep the volume down I will have no reason to return to this room until tomorrow morning. Goodnight boys." With a quick wink and a smile, North walked out and shut the door behind him.

"Jack, your dad is so awesome," Hiccup said as he put his bag down and got out his sleeping bag.

"Yeah, he is. Now let's start with this one," Jack said holding up Mario Kart.

The next time either of them checked the time, a little over four hours had past. They had gone through Mario Kart (Hiccup was definitely the champion), FIFA (also Hiccup), Need for Speed (Hiccup let Jack win), NHL (Jack legitimately won that one), and three quarters of the snacks before they realized it was approaching midnight.

"Hey, Hic, we you know what we should play?"

"What?"

"Slenderman."

"I've never played," Hiccup said. He had heard of it, but he had never played.

"Come on!" Jack said a little too excitedly as he dragged Hiccup over to his computer. He opened the game and they started to play. They didn't play for long however; when they saw Slenderman for the first time Hiccup got startled and screamed, and that was followed by a pounding on the wall from North's room. Deciding not to risk any more noise to warrant North coming into the room, they shut down the game immediately and decided to go to bed.

As Hiccup was getting into his sleeping bag, he noticed Jack opening the blinds. Confused, Hiccup voiced his curiosity.

"Uh, Jack? Don't most people close the curtains when they go to sleep?"

"Maybe, but I leave mine open so that MiM can watch over me."

This only served to confuse Hiccup further. "MiM?"

"Yeah, the Man in the Moon. You've never heard about him?" Jack asked.

"Nope. Never. Who is he?" Hiccup asked as he sat up.

Sitting on his bed, Jack wove an intricate tale of the Man in the Moon, how he watched over the earth, and the guardians he created to help watch over the children of the world. Hiccup listened, soaking in every detail of the story. When he was done, Hiccup was amazed, but he was also very tired.

"Wow, I'm tired," Hiccup yawned, lying down in his sleeping bag once more, Toothless under one arm.

"Weak!" Jack teased even though he himself was exhausted as well. "Night Hic," he said as he laid down in his bed.

"Night," Hiccup said weakly as he drifted off to sleep.

* * *

><p>Hiccup slept for approximately an hour before he had his first nightmare. When he awoke afterwards, slightly panting and slightly warm, his thoughts went momentarily to Pitch from Jack's story but he immediately brushed the thought away. Instead he focused on how the streetlight projected odd looking shadows against the wall and how they danced with the wind as it blew through the tree just outside the window. Moments later, Hiccup was asleep once more.<p>

Unfortunately, almost as soon as Hiccup closed his eyes, the next nightmare started. This time it was worse though, and when Hiccup woke once more he was fully gasping for breath. Hiccup attributed it to the junk food. As great as it was to eat it so late, Hiccup knew his father had left that warning for a reason and now he regretted not listening.

"Hiccup, you OK?" Jack asked, his voice groggy and barely audible.

"Sorry, yeah," Hiccup whispered back.

"Are you sure? Because you're breathing pretty heavy," Jack commented, voice gaining a little volume.

"Just a bad dream," Hiccup commented. "I'll be fine."

"Alright, if you're sure."

With that, Hiccup closed his eyes once more. Jack, however, stayed awake for a few moments. Sure enough, after only a couple of minutes, Jack could tell Hiccup was in the middle of another nightmare. His eyes were clenched, his hands were in fists, and he was tossing and turning. Jack decided to put an early end to the nightmare and woke his friend up.

"Hic, wake up!" Jack whispered as he shook his friend. Hiccup immediately bolted into an upright position, narrowly missing bumping heads with Jack. Hiccup didn't notice though, he was too busy gasping for air once more. "Oh gods, Hic, are you OK? You're crying."

Sure enough, when Hiccup reached up to his cheek there were trails of water running down his cheeks. He legitimately didn't know how to respond. He just wished the nightmares would stop.

"Hic, do you need to go home?" Jack asked with legitimate concern.

"No!" Hiccup said at a volume that was a little too loud for the situation. He immediately muttered a small apology when Jack shushed him. "I'll be fine."

"If you're sure," Jack replied. "But at least come sleep on the bed. Maybe it'll help."

"I don't know Jack…" Hiccup started before Jack interrupted.

"Come on Hic, you have to do something. This is your third nightmare in an hour. If not for yourself then do it for me so that I don't have to move as much to wake you up if it happens again."

"Alright," Hiccup replied as he got out of the sleeping bag and climbed into the bed with Jack. Fortunately Jack had a queen bed so they weren't cramped for space, and it wasn't awkward when Hiccup brought Toothless with him. "And Jack?" Hiccup asked when they were both lying down and facing each other.

"Yeah?"

"Thanks."

Jack smiled and Hiccup drifted off to sleep. Jack stayed up for a few more minutes, and after realizing Hiccup wasn't in the middle of another nightmare allowed slumber to come to him as well. For the rest of that night Hiccup didn't have a single nightmare.


	4. Meet the Parents

**December 19 2013**

**Prompt: Meet the Parents**

**Modern AU**

* * *

><p>Hiccup walked slowly down the stairs on his way to dinner. He was nervous for the conversation he knew he was going to have to have with his father. He had been dating Jack for three months, and both he and Jack agreed it was time that their parents met their boyfriends. That didn't make it any easier though.<p>

Walking into the kitchen, Hiccup's heart was pounding in his ears and his palms were sweaty. He had no idea how to move forward with this, so he decided on the direct approach. He started when they were both sitting down and eating.

"Hey, dad?"

"Yes?"

"Um, well, the thing is," Hiccup started nervously. But he couldn't just back out now; he would have to do this eventually and probably better sooner rather than later. "I've been kind of dating someone for a few months now and I was thinking you should meet them."

Stoick suddenly donned a smile that looked like it was going to split his face in half. This did nothing to help Hiccup who feared what would come next.

"That's my boy!" Stoick bellowed so loud it made Hiccup flinch. "What's the lucky girl's name?"

"Uh, Jack."

"Jaclyn!" Stoick said a little too quickly. "That's a lovely name! How'd you meet?"

"We met at school, but dad…" Hiccup said, nervously playing with the food on his plate and a little annoyed his father wasn't listening again.

"Great! Why don't we have her over for dinner tomorrow night? I can't wait to meet the girl who…"

"DAD!" Hiccup yelled, finally getting his father to quiet down and stop interrupting. Stoick donned a confused look momentarily and Hiccup took that as his chance. "HIS name is JACK," Hiccup said calmly, making sure to add emphasis so that there would be no room for confusion.

It was several nerve-wracking moments before Stoick even made another sound. Hiccup supposed he was running that last sentence through his head a few times trying to process it. Hiccup was almost relieved when Stoick spoke again.

"Does he make you happy?"

"Yes."

"Does he treat you well?"

"Yes dad."

"Well then, I'd like to meet him. And his parents. Dinner tomorrow still stands if they're available," Stoick said before going back to his food. Hiccup breathed an internal sigh of relief. Dinner was silent after that, but Hiccup didn't mind at all.

Hiccup excused himself quickly after he was done eating to call Jack. After he had closed the door to his room he dialled Jack's number on his cell. It only took one ring before there was an answer.

"Well? How'd it go? Is everything ok?" Jack's voice came from the other end, bombarding him with questions. After he was finally done, Hiccup chuckled and answered.

"I think it went fine. My dad wants to meet you and your dad over dinner tomorrow. Is that ok?"

"It should be fine," Jack said. "I'm actually about to have dinner now, so I'll talk to them and text you later. Love you Hic."

Hiccup could hear the smile Jack was wearing right now. "Love you too." And with that they both hung up.

* * *

><p>Jack fully intended to talk to his adoptive father at dinner, but he didn't realize that he had invited the neighbours over. Not wanting to bring the topic up with so many people around, he waited until they were alone doing dishes afterwards to say anything.<p>

"Hey North?" Jack asked as he was putting the plates back into the cupboard.

"What is it my boy?" North asked in his thick accent.

"Well, do we have any plans for dinner tomorrow?"

After a moment of thinking, North responded with, "Not that I can think of. What did you have in mind?"

"Well, the truth is, I've been seeing someone for a few months now and their dad wants to meet us over dinner at their place tomorrow."

"Jack my boy! Good for you! Of course! What's the girl's name?"

"Um, his name is Hiccup."

"Well I can't wait to meet the boy that stole your heart! Is there anything I can bring?"

"I'll ask," Jack responded. He couldn't believe how easily that had gone. North hadn't event batted an eyelash. Not that he was complaining of course. Now all he had to do was message Hiccup to confirm tomorrow.

* * *

><p>The next day flew past and Hiccup found himself pacing for the few minutes before Jack was supposed to arrive with his father. Stoick was in the kitchen cooking when there was a knock at the door, and Hiccup became so nervous at the sound he swore his heart was going to leap out of his throat. Knowing there was no point in delaying, he opened the door.<p>

"Hey gorgeous," Jack said with his signature smile when the door opened. At least that calmed Hiccup down a little. Hiccup gave him a hug, but then looked around questioningly.

"Uh, didn't you forget someone?" Hiccup asked.

"Oh no, North is coming. He's just getting something from the car."

As if on cue, North walked up to the door holding a Tupperware container.

"Ah! You must be Hiccup!" North said. Hiccup had to take a moment to register the accent and remember that Jack was adopted. "It's a pleasure to meet you! Congrats on being able to steal Jack's heart, eh?"

"Thank you sir," Hiccup said, not really knowing how else to respond.

"Bah," North scoffed, "no need for the sir and the formalities! Call me North. Oh, and I brought something for desert. I hope your father doesn't mind. Now, would you mind directing me to the restroom? The car ride was longer than anticipated."

Hiccup pointed to the restroom door as he took the container from the man. After the bathroom door was firmly shut, he turned back to Jack who had a mildly surprised look on his face.

"Wow, most people are shocked when they see how large North is. I'm surprised you managed to keep a straight face."

"Yeah, well, come into the kitchen and meet my dad. Then you'll see," Hiccup cracked.

When they walked into the kitchen, Stoick had his back turned to them. Hiccup put the container down on the table and Jack mouthed a quick, _'Now I get it.'_

"Uh, dad? This is Jack," Hiccup said, nervousness returning once more.

Wordlessly, Stoick put down the spoon he was holding, turned around, and walked right up to Jack. Jack would've been lying if he had said he wasn't a little intimidated, and he took the initiative to start the conversation.

"H-hello sir. It's nice to m-meet you," Jack said, extending his hand.

If Hiccup wasn't feeling so bad for Jack for being in this situation he may have chuckled there. He had never heard Jack stutter before; he was always so calm and confident.

Stoick took Jack's hand and shook it rather hard, making Jack wince a little. "So, you're Jack. Tell me, why do you want to date my son?" he asked, eyes narrowing a little.

Jack gulped, but before he could start to answer there was a booming voice coming from behind them that made Hiccup and Jack jump a little.

"Stoick!?" North said, eyes wide and with a massive smile on his face.

Stoick released Jack and turned around, face instantly brightening with a happy, "North? Wait are you Jack's father? I can't believe it!"

The two men gave each other a hug while Jack and Hiccup just stared at each other with confused expressions. It was Stoick that noticed this first and took the liberty of explaining.

"Hiccup, North and I were good friends in high school!" Turning back to North, he asked, "When did you move back to Berk?"

"About six months ago! I didn't realize you were still here!"

"Oh come on, you of all people should have known I could never leave this town!" Just then, Stoick noticed the container on the table. "Wait a second, is that what I think it is?" Stoick asked, smile growing even bigger (even though Hiccup didn't know HOW that was possible).

"My famous shortbread cookies I used to bake?" North asked with a knowing smile.

"Yes!" The two men shared a laugh before Stoick continued. "I'd better get back to dinner. Don't want it to burn."

"I'll help," North offered. "Besides, we all know I cook circles around you."

"Those were my high school days, North. Just you wait and see. You'll be eating more than just your words." Turning to Jack and Hiccup momentarily, Stoick added, "Why don't you two go watch television in the living room? We'll call you when dinner is done."

Neither of the boys bothered to try responding. The two older men were already off and joking about the past. Silently, they walked into the living room where Jack broke the silence.

"Um, well, that was unexpected."

"Are you complaining? I mean I thought you were going to get a full interrogation."

"I'm not complaining. But that was quite fortuitous. I don't think that possibly could have gone any easier."

"What were the odds?"

Dinner that night passed and not a single mention of Jack and Hiccup's relationship came up. Stoick and North were too busy reminiscing about their high school days and making more plans to try and catch up with each other. If it hadn't been for the introductions at the very beginning no one would have even known this was a meet the parents dinner, and neither Hiccup nor Jack found any reason to complain.


	5. General AU (Hogwarts)

**December 20 2013**

**Prompt: General AU**

**Hogwarts AU**

* * *

><p>"Jack? Jack, wake up!" Eugene called, shaking the boy from his slumber.<p>

"Wha-?" Jack asked, groggy from being so rudely awakened from his nap by his fellow Slytherin.

"You're going to be late for your Defense Against the Dark Arts class if you don't get going you know," Eugene said with a smile, sitting himself down on the armchair next to the couch Jack was sleeping on. "Wouldn't want to be late to your first class of the year."

Looking at his watch, Jack realized Eugene was right. And while normally Jack wouldn't care if he was late to class, the new DADA professor had seemed rather intimidating at the welcome feast and that course was where he was generally doing the worst.

He got up, grabbed his books, and just before heading out of the common room, a question hit him.

"Eugene, how do you know that I have Defense Against the Dark Arts now? You aren't even in my year."

"Duh, I'm dating Rapunzel, remember? I know her schedule and she said you have that class with her."

"Oh, well then. Thanks man. Later," Jack called over his shoulder as he left the common room. He was puzzled for just a moment when he pondered why Rapunzel would tell Eugene they were in the same class. He supposed Eugene must've brought him up since they were kind of close after that incident last year with Mrs. Norris, and Rapunzel probably remembered him. They had chit chatted a little last year and after all, he was the only student around with snow white hair.

Glancing at his watch again, he realized he was actually further behind than he thought, and he took off in a jog. He made it to the Grand Staircase in decent time, but then realized that he needed to go up several floors. Jack started taking the steps two at a time, passing a couple students, and nearly killed himself. One of the staircases started moving when he was part way up, and he only managed to stop himself on the last step, narrowly avoiding plunging several dozen feet.

"Shoot," Jack mumbled to himself after he had regained his footing. Glancing at his watch yet again, he realized he really didn't have the time for this. He started to take the long way around, heading up the next staircase and deciding he would go down on the other side, but every time he got close to the third floor, the stairs changed on him.

"You have GOT to be KIDDING me!" Jack screamed, turning around to head back up after yet another staircase had changed on him. Unfortunately, this time he turned around a little too quickly and smacked straight into another student heading down the steps. Jack fell backwards down the last two steps and dropped all of his books in the process.

"Sorry," Jack said instinctively without looking up, grabbing his books and muttering, "Stupid stairs not letting me get to the third floor on time."

"No, I'm sorry, it's my fault," a voice said, accompanied by some shuffling Jack assumed was the student picking up their books. "But if you want, I know another way onto the third floor. And I'm headed that way."

Jack had finally looked up after collecting his books and, when he caught a glimpse of the student he had just run into, his brain stopped functioning. Forest green eyes slightly hidden under auburn hair, just above a sea of freckles that covered the boy's face. And the way his eyes contrasted with the red and gold in his Gryffindor robe vaguely reminded Jack of Christmas. Basically, he was the definition of cute to Jack. Jack didn't realize just how long he had been staring until the student he was observing started talking again.

"I guess not then? Well, see you…"

"Wait!" Jack interrupted, "I actually could use the help, if you don't mind." Forget getting to class on time, he wanted to find a way to spend more time with this cute mystery boy.

"Alright then. This way," the boy said as he turned around, back up the steps.

Jack had to jog up the steps to catch up to the boy, but when he had, he immediately struck up a conversation.

"So, uh, I'm Jack. I didn't c-catch your name," Jack said before thinking, _'Seriously Jack? Stuttering?'_

"Just call me Hiccup," the Gryffindor said.

"Really? Hiccup?" Jack asked before mentally face palming himself. Why would he say something like that? Fortunately, Hiccup seemed unfazed.

"Yeah. I was born with a case of the hiccups so that was kind of my nickname since birth. To be honest it's all I've ever gone by so I don't really know my real name."

"Wait, even your parents call you Hiccup?"

"Well, my dad does. My mom, well," Hiccup started before slowly drifting off.

Jack felt sorry for the boy and tried to console him with, "I'm sorry. I know how it feels. I lost both my parents when I was young."

"I'm so sorry," Hiccup said with downcast eyes. Jack looked over and decided he needed to change the direction of this depressing first conversation ASAP.

"I'd rather not talk about that. But tell me, how is it I've never seen you around before?"

"It might be because I'm a first year?" Hiccup provided.

"But then how come I didn't see you at the sorting ceremony?"

"Well, I'm kind of easy to miss," Hiccup said as he pulled Jack through a doorway and out of the Grand Staircase, Jack guessed at the sixth floor.

"I find it hard to believe that I could miss someone as cute as you." Jack knew he was running a bit of a risk saying something like this so soon, but he wasn't exactly one to play things safe.

Hiccup blushed a little but hid it by turning his face to the left (conveniently the direction they had to go). Hiccup was silent for a moment but piped up when he had a response.

"Well then, maybe you don't remember me because you were asleep when I was being sorted."

Jack thought back and did recall dozing off for a few minutes before Eugene had woken him up. But wait a second, "How did you know that I was asleep? There were hundreds of people in that room and we aren't even in the same house."

"How could I not notice you? I mean have you seen your hair?"

Jack's free hand immediately flew up to his hair. He quite liked his hair the way it was, and he liked that it made him different. Before he felt the need to defend himself, however, Hiccup continued.

"I noticed it on the way in and I really liked it, and so it kind of kept my attention."

"So you really like my hair?" Jack asked after a moment. He didn't need a response; Hiccup's second blush was enough of an answer.

A moment later, Hiccup came to an abrupt stop in front of a coat of armour. Jack gave him a puzzled look, but Hiccup simply pushed on a small part of the armour. At first nothing happened, but then, slowly at first, the statue started to shift to the left. After about ten seconds, there was a doorway behind where the statue had been and a set of stairs going down right behind it. When Jack didn't move, Hiccup took the liberty of going first.

Jack took a moment to get over the shell shock of the whole situation, but when he did he followed Hiccup into the dimly lit staircase. As he entered, he noticed the statue started to close the entrance behind him, so he hurried along to catch up to Hiccup. He was still amazed that Hiccup even knew about this passage.

"Hey, Hiccup, how on Earth did you know about this passage?"

"I may have done a little research on Hogwarts before coming," Hiccup said with a smile. They climbed in silence, Jack wondering if he was making any progress with Hiccup, until they came out from behind a portrait on the third floor. Jack was amazed that Hiccup pulled this off and definitely had to get his hands on whatever source Hiccup had used to find these secret passages.

"Hey, thanks for showing me this passage."

"No problem, now come on, class is in here and we only have 30 seconds," Hiccup said as he glanced at his watch.

Jack paused for a moment, confused. Hiccup was pointing to his classroom, but they were in separate years.

"Hiccup, that's where my second year Defence Against the Dark Arts class is. Why are you going in there?"

"Well, I'm kind of a year ahead in some of the courses," Hiccup said as he stood in the doorway.

"Smart and cute, wow." As Hiccup blushed once more at the compliment, another question popped into Jack's head. "But how did you know I was in this class in the first place?"

"Well, I may have asked around about you and found out your schedule," Hiccup smiled as he finally stepped into the classroom.

_'Oh yeah, he wants me,'_ Jack thought to himself with a smile as he followed Hiccup in. Defense Against the Dark Arts class just got a whole lot more interesting.


	6. Mistletoe

**December 21 2013**

**Prompt: Mistletoe/Christmas**

* * *

><p>It was overcast in the village of Berk as Hiccup walked through the town with his rowboat paddles. Suddenly, out of nowhere, he was hit and sent sprawling off to the right, dropping his paddles in the process.<p>

"Happy Holidays Hiccup!" Astrid exclaimed.

"Yeah, what'd you do that for?" Hiccup asked, rubbing his cheek, a bruise forming under his eye.

"You walked under the missing toe," Astrid said a little too cheerily.

"The what?" Hiccup asked, confused. Had he heard her right?

"The missing toe," Astrid confirmed in her still cheery voice, glancing up to the roof Hiccup had just been walking under. Following her gaze, he did indeed see an amputated toe hanging from the ceiling by a string.

Just then, Snotlout and the twins came up behind him, each sporting a bruise of their own.

"Missing toe, it's a genius new holiday tradition Astrid just made up," Snotlout supplied, voice laced with sarcasm.

"The rules are simple," Astrid said.

"Step under the missing toe," Ruffnut started.

"And you get punched in the face," Tuffnut finished.

"It's tradition," Astrid insisted with a smile.

"Hm, not a, not a classic tradition," Hiccup said, mildly annoyed, as he started to gather up his paddles.

"It's better than yaknog," Snotlout whispered to Ruffnut.

"You want to try it? Here comes Jack," Astrid said, oblivious to Snotlout's comment and getting excited once more.

"What? No! I'm not doing that to my boyfriend," Hiccup said defensively.

"Your loss," Astrid said as she ducked around the corner again. Just then, Jack, who had been walking aimlessly while looking for Hiccup, noticed him and started to walk over in his direction.

"Hey Hic! I'm bac-" Jack started, but he didn't finish. Hiccup had dropped his paddles and flung himself at Jack before he had the chance to walk under the missing toe. Not expecting Hiccup to come flying at him so quickly, Jack fell backwards with Hiccup on top of him. "Wow, didn't know you were that excited to see me," Jack laughed, giving Hiccup a quick kiss before they started to get up.

"Of course I missed you!" Hiccup said, helping Jack get up. "But that's not entirely while I tackled you. You have to watch out for Astrid's missing toe," Hiccup stated as he pointed up at the missing toe still dangling above the walkway.

"Missing toe?" Jack asked, confused. Hiccup didn't bother to answer as his attention was suddenly shifted to Astrid's disappointment.

"Aw man, Hiccup! Way to spoil the fun!" Astrid complained, coming out from her hiding spot around the corner.

"Hey, I'm not going to let you give my boyfriend a matching bruise like the rest of us," Hiccup said, motioning to himself, Snotlout, and the twins.

"Hey, I can't help it if you all walked under the missing toe."

"Yeah, well, if you end up punching Jack I will not hold him responsible for freezing your feet to the ground where you stand," Hiccup said while Jack just chuckled. With Astrid's unimpressed look, Hiccup focused his attention back to Jack. "Come on Jack, let's get out of here."

As they walked away, Jack realized something he probably should have noticed earlier.

"Hey, Hic, where are all the dragons?" He asked as he looked around once more.

"Oh, well, I don't know," Hiccup sighed with downcast eyes. "They just all sort of took off at once and no one knows why."

"But what about Toothless? He must still be here," Jack provided, hoping to cheer Hiccup up even if just a little.

"No, I gave him an automatic tail for Snoggletog. He seemed to like it, but then he just flew off."

Jack put his arm around Hiccup; he hated seeing him so down. Time for Plan B.

"So, what were you doing before I got here?"

"Oh! That's right! I was going to look for my helmet!" Hiccup said, remembering his goal before Jack had arrived. He instantly turned 180 degrees and headed back towards the docks.

"With paddles?" Jack asked when he caught back up.

"Yeah, it fell in the ocean when I was out riding. I was going out in a rowboat."

"But wouldn't it have sunk by now?"

"Well, I can't be sure unless I look."

Jack knew how much that helmet meant to Hiccup, having heard the story when they had first met and he asked about it. He should know that Hiccup would never give up on finding it, so he figured he might as well help.

"Well maybe I can help speed up that process," Jack said as he stepped behind Hiccup.

Hiccup was about to ask what Jack was doing, but he didn't have the time. Before he could even blink, Jack's staff had been thrust into his hands and he felt cool arms under his own. Not a second later he heard a, "Hold on!" and suddenly he no longer felt solid earth under his feet.

Now normally Hiccup had no problem with flying; after all, he was on Toothless almost as often as he wasn't. However, with Toothless he had a certain amount of control. With Jack, well, he was basically just dangling there. But, after a moment or so of panicked screaming, Hiccup got used to it and let Jack carry him out over the ocean.

After twenty minutes of searching the area where it had dropped and the nearby coast, they gave up the search for the helmet. Hiccup didn't have time to be depressed, however, as immediately after he and Jack landed in the village, they were surrounded by a mob of people.

"You need to do something!"

"This is ridiculous!"

"You need to talk to her!"

"It's still sore!"

That last one made Hiccup notice that everyone crowding around had a bruise on their face.

"Astriiiid," Hiccup mumbled to himself as the complaints continued. Raising his voice, he announced, "Alright, alright, I'll talk to her!" That seemed to pacify the crowd, and he headed off to find Astrid.

* * *

><p>It took him a while, but Hiccup finally found Astrid and convinced her to take down the missing toe. She wasn't very eager to at first, but the angry mob helped serve Hiccup's point.<p>

"You know," Jack said to Hiccup as they watched Astrid take the toe down, "if you want a holiday tradition I may have an idea."

"Oh? What's that?" Hiccup asked, glancing over at Jack. Jack, however, just donned his trademark mischievous smile, shoved his staff into Hiccup's hands once more, grabbed Hiccup, and took off. At least this time Hiccup was a little more prepared for what was to come.

It only took a few minutes of flying, but soon enough they were high up in the mountains of Berk. Hiccup took a moment to get used to the suddenly thinner air, but then he took a look around. This was higher than he had been in a while so he took a moment to take in the view, side by side with Jack.

"Alright, now what was your grand idea?" Hiccup asked.

"Alright, so, I've seen this done in other parts of the world but I've never seen it done here," Jack started as he lifted off from the ground, this time without Hiccup. He flew up to the top of a nearby tree where Hiccup could see some type of plant growing. He watched as Jack grabbed a little bit and brought it back down, standing right next to him. "This is called mistletoe. When people stand under it, they're supposed to kiss."

"Well, at least it's better than getting punched," Hiccup cracked. When Jack just kept smiling at him, though, Hiccup became confused. Looking in Jack's eyes, he saw Jack's pupils motioning upwards. Glancing up, he couldn't help but smile; Jack was holding the mistletoe right above them.

Hiccup laughed before he planted a quick kiss on Jack, then said, "Alright, let's get back to the village with this."

"Why do we have to go back so soon?" Jack complained with another smile.

"Do you really want to deal with another Astrid-induced crowd?" That wiped the smile from Jack's face instantly.

"Let's go," Jack said as he picked up Hiccup once more and flew back to Berk with him.

* * *

><p><strong>For those of you who don't know, this goes off of a deleted scene from Gift of the Night Fury called Missing Toe.<strong>

**And so ends HiJack Week. For those of you following this story however, never fear! This "story" (or whatever you want to call it) shall be my destination for all future HiJack Week one shots! So, I shall see you all again in about 6 months. Until then, thanks for following and adieu!**


	7. High School AU

**March 9 2014 **

**Prompt: High School AU **

**So it's HiJack week again! But fair warning, I didn't realize this until yesterday and this is a bad week for me so I'm not doing all the days and most of them will probably be late. But enjoy!**

* * *

><p>It took Hiccup until they were told to line up alphabetically to realize that it was finally here. Graduation day had finally arrived. It was the end of their high school careers, and soon they would be off to bigger and better things. He hugged Jack quickly before running off to find his spot in line. He wished he would be sitting a little closer to his boyfriend so they could share as much of this time as they could together, but it was not meant to be. Unfortunately H was a little too far from O for them to be sitting together.<p>

They were waiting for about two minutes before the doors before them were opened and the music started playing. The students walked down the aisles at the unusually slow pace and took their seats, waiting for the events to begin. There was a talk by the principal, a couple of the teachers all telling them how proud they were and glad that they were moving on and wishing them success and all the usual stuff, and finally it was time for the valedictorian speech. Being the smartest kid in the grade, naturally Fishlegs has been selected as valedictorian, and naturally Fishlegs was proud of himself for the accomplishment.

Hiccup was paying attention for the first little bit, but his mind started to wander as Fishlegs' valedictorian speech dragged into its fifth minute. It wasn't that the speech was boring, it was just that after all of these speeches Hiccup was getting bored in general. Fishlegs' voice drifted off into the back of his brain as Hiccup started to observe his surroundings a little more closely.

Glancing to his left, he noticed Jack sitting a row back and a few seats over. Staring for just a moment he was about to turn his head to look elsewhere, but before he could Jack looked over at him and caught his eyes. Hiccup immediately got lost in those blue eyes and only just noticed Jack feigning boredom and rolling his eyes. Hiccup laughed silently and tapped his wrist where a watch would be, earning a smirk from Jack.

When Jack returned his attention to Fishlegs a moment later Hiccup also focused his gaze forward, but he wasn't paying attention to the speech. His mind started to wander to the past four years and how amazing they had been.

* * *

><p>The first day of grade nine had been horrifying for Hiccup. The only friend he had known coming into high school was Fishlegs, but the flight home from his family vacation had been majorly delayed due to a strike and he missed the first day. That left Hiccup alone, and in retrospect it was because of that that he met Jack. They learned afterwards that they shared absolutely no classes except for lunch and their lockers were nowhere near each other, so their meeting was highly unlikely.<p>

The meeting had been entirely accidental as well. And he meant accidental. Hiccup had been looking for room 316 and was looking at the room numbers more than where he was going. Jack, however, was looking down at his schedule and sprinting towards his own classroom on the other end of the floor. As anyone watching a movie would expect, they collided and knocked each other backwards in a flurry of papers and books. Jack had been upset at first, but when he saw how apologetic Hiccup was he couldn't get mad. He apologized as well and as soon as they got up and had gathered all of their stuff, the bell to signify the start of class rang. Both boys immediately sprinted off, headed towards their respective classes. Unfortunately (or fortunately, depending at how you look at it) they were both denied access to their classes without a late slip, and they ended up in line together at the main office.

"Hey, I'm sorry for making you late. I should've watched where I was going," Hiccup said to Jack, keeping his head down. He couldn't believe that on his first day of high school he had ran into someone and been late to his first class.

"It's alright, I probably shouldn't have been running so fast," Jack said with a smile. "I'm Jack by the way."

"I'm Hiccup." When Jack cocked an eyebrow at that Hiccup explained. "It's a family thing." Fortunately Jack was courteous enough not to ask further or make fun of it.

After they had received their admit slips to class they said their farewells and went their separate ways. At least until lunch period came around.

Hiccup had brought his own lunch and found a table on his own, at least until Jack came out of the kitchen area with the lunch he had just bought. They ended up talking all lunch period, discovering they both had a lot in common. It was the start of a beautiful friendship.

As it turned out, Jack was new to the area and knew no one. Naturally Hiccup introduced him to Fishlegs on the second day, and they got along quite well as well. A few weeks later they were joined by Astrid, who Jack met through the volleyball team. By the end of the school year it was like they had known each other all their lives.

* * *

><p>Grade ten was definitely interesting. At the beginning of the year Snotlout and the twins that kept following him around had started to pick on Hiccup and Fishlegs, but Astrid and Jack put a quick stop to that. From then they were really more annoying than a real problem. The really interesting part was that after Jack had gotten Snotlout to stop picking on Hiccup, Hiccup had started feeling something for Jack. He wasn't sure what it was at the beginning, but after his dream about Jack a few months later, he knew. He had a crush on Jack.<p>

The next few months had been awkward, with Hiccup trying to keep his feelings from Jack. A part of him wanted to keep them hidden, and a part of him wanted to find out if Jack felt the same way. The only person he had confided in was Fishlegs, and that was in December.

Little did Hiccup know, however, that Jack was doing the exact same thing. Back when he had defended Hiccup in front of Snotlout for the first time, he had done it partially because he was his friend, but mostly because he felt a need to protect him. He wasn't sure where such a strong feeling came from, but he realized it a few weeks later. He had a crush on Hiccup. He had kept it a secret for a while, eventually confiding in Astrid. That had been in November.

In January, Hiccup and Jack had gone on a class field trip together for their elective, leaving Astrid and Fishlegs alone at the usual lunch table. As if it was planned, they each asked at the same time if they thought that Hiccup and Jack were acting weird recently. That was when it all came out and they decided that they needed to do something.

For the next several months, Astrid had been pushing Jack to say something to Hiccup, and Fishlegs pushing for Hiccup to say something to Jack. They pushed as hard as they could without revealing they knew anything, but it was unfortunately getting nowhere. So, Astrid decided to give it a little push.

Over the March break, she ended up throwing a party at her house. Naturally Hiccup and Jack ended up going, but what they didn't expect was to be thrown together in a closet for seven minutes in heaven. They didn't end up kissing, but the truth did finally come out when they wondered why the other each had a deep red blush. Just before they were let out, however, they realized that Astrid and Fishlegs must have known, and when they came out boy did they let them have it. But they couldn't be too brutal; after all they did bring them together.

* * *

><p>It actually took until the beginning of grade eleven for them to have their first date though. The rest of the school year had been packed with ISUs, essays, exams, plus both boys were so nervous that they found it hard to set a day. Then, the entire summer, Jack had been shipped off to see some relatives out west. But in September they got back into the rhythm and had their first date. It was very cliché, consisting of dinner and a movie, but both boys enjoyed it.<p>

When they returned to Hiccup's house, they stood talking on the porch for a few minutes, and finally Jack got brave and moved in for the kiss. Hiccup was in bliss, until the unthinkably awkward happened. Not only did Hiccup's father decide to open the door right then, but he had done it because Jack's father had been visiting and was about to leave. Needless to say, no one left for a while after that, and the boys had what was probably the most awkward conversation of their lives. Fortunately no one was too upset though.

What really caused the rise in attention was when they made their relationship public at school. There was no violence and no hatred thank goodness, but Hiccup wasn't comfortable with being the centre of attention for those few weeks. Fortunately it was high school and no one stayed focused on anything for too long. After that, the year finished pretty normally.

* * *

><p>Finally, there was grade twelve. Both boys had university stresses and loads of assignments. This was also the year they'd had their first fight. They had refused to talk to each other for a week but eventually they got over it. They knew that it was just the stress of studying and grades that was getting to them.<p>

What really surprised them, though, was that without realizing, they had both decided to go to the same university. They would be in different majors (Hiccup in engineering and Jack in film) but they would still be together. Then, on top of all of that, Fishlegs and Astrid announced they too would be going to the same university for Biology and Phys Ed respectively. The day they figured that out was one of the best days of their lives. The happiness of knowing they would all be so close for the next four years of their lives made the year seem to go by so quickly they seemed to miss it, or at least until February, when everything had come to a screeching halt.

Hiccup had been walking home from school late after a group project meeting and was standing on the sidewalk by the traffic light waiting for it to change. Just then, a car came and tried to take the corner a little too fast and lost control on a patch of black ice. Hiccup had tried to jump out of the way, but his left leg had been pinned between the car and the traffic light pole. He had spent weeks in the hospital, and it was only because of his friends that he would be graduating this year. Astrid and Fishlegs had convinced Hiccup's teachers to allow him to still be part of the lectures by Skype, and Jack brought Hiccup his homework every day until he was discharged. He had spent another few weeks with an elevator key (which Jack loved to take advantage of) until he was comfortable enough with his new prosthetic.

* * *

><p>Just as Hiccup reached that point in his memory, he was brought back to reality by the sound of his name being called. He had been called up to come and receive his diploma. Fortunately he hadn't missed that, because that would have been awkward. He walked up, carefully watching where he stepped and making sure he didn't trip on the fake leg. Fortunately everything went off without a hitch, and soon enough they were moving the tassels to the other side of their graduation hats and celebrating finally being done high school.<p>

Later that night they all gathered at Hiccup's house to celebrate four years well done. Surprisingly it was Jack that came up with the best line of the night. Their parents had sprung on getting the teens a bottle of champagne to celebrate, and as Jack raised he glass he said, "Cheers to four great years past, and four great years to come."

* * *

><p><strong>Alright, see you whenever I manage to get the College AU done...<strong>


	8. College AU

**March 10**

**Prompt: College AU**

**Kind of a sequel to High School AU but not really...**

* * *

><p>The summer before their first year of university had flown by. Fishlegs, Astrid, Hiccup and Jack had all gotten the same job at a community centre over the summer so they had all had similar hours and got to spend a lot of free time together. But even though they were all still attending the same university together this year, they all individually mourned the inevitable loss of together time that was to come. But alas, fun in the sun had to give way to the fall and wintertime woes of studying, exams, and essays. In one last hoopla of togetherness, however, they had decided to use the last of their disposable income from the summer to share a four hour taxi ride to the university all together rather than taking a quick (and much cheaper) hour long flight to the airport closest to the university and catching the complementary transfer.<p>

The driver, Hiccup, Fishlegs, Astrid and Jack all climbed out of their shared taxi and stretched their sore, asleep, and aching legs, then went straight for the trunk to get their things. They were finally here. The university campus seemed even bigger than when they had come for the campus tour, and it appeared the orientation festivities had already commenced. Before they even had the chance to say anything to one another, they were immediately greeted by an over-cheery female university student with long, dirty blonde hair that flowed to her mid-back.

"Hi there, and welcome! We're glad to see you got here safely! Which dorms?" she asked with just a smidge too much pep.

Astrid and Fishlegs were in the International Living and Learning Centre, while Hiccup and Jack were in Pitman Hall. Though oddly named (Jack swore it sounded more like a building for international students and their classes than a dorm), the International Living and Learning Centre was actually the best dorm on campus. It was a converted hotel that the university had bought out and so each person had their own room and bathroom. They got that dorm because of their scholarships, Astrid for volleyball and Fishlegs for his grades. Hiccup and Jack would have a communal bathroom for the floor, and they would each have a random roommate.

Directions to the dorms were explained, and the group decided to go off, drop their things in their rooms, and meet back on the quad in thirty minutes. With quick hugs goodbye, everyone was off.

"I wonder what our roommates will be like," Hiccup commented offhandedly. He didn't know about Jack, but he was legitimately nervous. What if the person hated him? Or they were constantly loud and he couldn't study? Or made fun of him for his leg? Obviously he wouldn't go around announcing it but obviously the person he'd be living with would notice it. Jack, however, didn't share the same concerns.

"I'm sure they'll be great," Jack assured with a wave of his hand, attempting to brush off any concerns.

"That's easy for you to say," Hiccup retorted, "Everyone likes you."

"I can't help it if I'm a highly likable person."

"Yeah yeah," Hiccup scoffed with a chuckle. As they arrived at the building on the eastern end of campus, they entered and walked up to the person at the security desk. He was a heavier set man with short dark hair, and he was reading a newspaper as they approached. Fortunately it didn't take long for him to realize they were there and he folded his paper with a smile.

"Hello boys, student cards please."

Hiccup and Jack each rummaged through their pockets, searching for the pieces of plastic they had been sent by the university just days ago. Jack's picture looked amazing, but Hiccup thought he might pay the $5 to get a new picture on his.

After scanning both cards through some type of reader, the man looked up and said, "I'm sorry boys, can't let you in quite yet. Lots of students in the building so you have to wait for your floor's time slot. If you boys come back at around four o'clock you should be good. I can keep your bags here if you'd like though."

Glancing at their watches and seeing it was only 1:30, they opted to drop their bags and head to the quad. The walk through the campus was actually quite scenic, considering it was in a central city location. It took about five minutes to get to the quad, and they waited off to one of the sides for their friends since the middle was packed with club tents and food stands.

It took about fifteen minutes for Astrid and Fishlegs to show up, and they did so at the same time. They chose to meander through the sea of tents and look at some of their extra-curricular options for the year. Jack and Astrid naturally went straight for volleyball, while Fishlegs went to the Biology Student's Association. Hiccup walked by the Engineering Student's tent but didn't stay long. He figured it would be best to focus on his studies for the first year.

After a quick (and criminally greasy) lunch, the group just ended up walking around campus to waste some time. When four o'clock came to pass, however, Jack decided he and Hiccup should probably go and get moved in. They quickly arranged dinner plans at the nearby food court and headed off in their separate directions once more.

When Hiccup and Jack returned to the portly gentleman at the front desk he swiped their student cards once more and returned their baggage to them. He then gave them each a room key with their room number written on it, and informed them they were both on the eighth floor.

"Well, at least we're on the same floor," Jack smiled, really trying to make the best of the situation. Hiccup just hummed his agreement and it was clear to Jack that his concerns had not be calmed by that little bit of luck. When the elevator dinged softly and the door slid open, the boys stepped out into a hallway decorated with the school's colours, but not much activity.

"I guess we're some of the first to get to our floor," Jack mumbled just loud enough for Hiccup to overhear. Returning to normal volume, he turned to Hiccup and inquired, "Which room are you in?" as he looked at his own key.

Glancing at his room key he read the numbers 8-1-3, written sloppily in black marker. "Looks like I'm in 813. You?"

If Hiccup had bothered to look up he might have noticed Jack's eyes widen just ever so slightly before he quickly gathered his bags and hastily called, "OK, I'll meet you there! I want to claim the top bunk!" and ran off.

Hiccup chuckled and shook his head. Typical Jack. At least he'd see him soon enough. When he looked at the directional signs, room 813 was listed as both directions so Hiccup figured the room must be on the exact opposite side of the floor. He headed off in the same direction as Jack, thinking maybe he'd see him in the hall fumbling for his room key to get in as fast as possible.

Sauntering down the hallway, Hiccup saw a few faces, mostly standing in pairs and trios, and he didn't bother stopping to talk to anyone. He didn't want to interrupt and he'd probably meet some friends in his classes.

Arriving at room 813 he stared at the door for a moment before reaching for his key. This would be a defining moment for his year. His roommate could help make or ruin it. Taking a deep breath he inserted the key and opened the door.

He didn't see anyone inside, but he could see the bunk bed hidden around the corner. Perhaps his new roommate was laying on his bed? "Hello?" Hiccup called as he looked down to un-zipper his bag.

"Hi, I hope you don't mind that I took the top bunk."

Hiccup's head snapped up so fast he was shocked he didn't give himself whiplash. He just stood there in shock as his roommate continued.

"I'm Jack, and I guess I'm your new roommate."

Hiccup couldn't decide if he wanted to kiss Jack or throttle him, but he chose the prior. If this was any indication of how the upcoming year was going to go, Hiccup thought it would be one of his best yet.


	9. Bar Code AU

**March 12 2014**

**Prompt: Bar Code AU**

* * *

><p>Hiccup stood just inside the bay window of house, glancing out the window while in wait for Jack's car. This would be their tenth date, but Hiccup couldn't stop thinking about when Jack had asked him out for the first time. Normally when people were even considering asking each other out, they would look at each other's bar codes to see if they were compatible. The bar codes had everything; preferences, favourites, personalities, and everything else about a person were all embedded in that combination of lines and numbers. Jack, however, had been so adamant about not letting Hiccup see his bar code. Hiccup didn't mind –he had known Jack previously and had kind of wanted to go out with him –but now he was starting to get curious. He had even started imagining what Jack's bar code was like.<p>

Hiccup's daydream was shattered when Jack pulled up in his blue car. Hiccup hadn't thought Jack could find a car colour even remotely close to his eye colour (which he was aiming for), but he had done it spectacularly. He had matched the hue perfectly.

Donning a smile in anticipation of seeing Jack again, Hiccup grabbed his jacket and sprinted to the door and outside without even putting it on. He had called out to his cat that he would be back later but he didn't bother waiting for any type of sound as a response. Besides, odds were Toothless was asleep. Getting in he had barely fastened his seatbelt before Jack pressed the accelerator and they were off.

"So, where are we off to tonight?" Hiccup inquired. Jack never told them where they were going until they were on the way, but after the fourth date Hiccup just learned to accept it. They always had a great time and he never had to worry about picking a place, so why complain?

"There is a new burger joint that opened near the mall. I thought it'd be good. It's one of those places with really weird burgers," Jack responded, eyes never straying from the asphalt in front of them.

"Sounds great," Hiccup responded. They continued talking about random things until they arrived, where they ordered, received their order number and their pops, and claimed a table near the window facing the street. Jack told Hiccup it was so they could watch cars drive by as they passed, but Hiccup knew that he just wanted to keep an eye on his car parked out front in case the thirty minutes of parking they paid for wasn't enough. They hadn't seen any enforcement officers on the drive in but they liked to hide in the oddest of locales.

As they waited for their food, Hiccup caught himself absentmindedly playing with his bar code. He had wondered many times in the past what caused them. They were not a tattoo because as the person aged and changed, their bar code changed. It never went away and could not be covered by make-up, and if anyone ever self-harmed or tried to commit suicide, an asterisk appeared next to the number underneath the bars.

"Jack," Hiccup started softly, grabbing Jack's attention and causing Jack's head to snap back towards Hiccup. "Can I ask you something?"

"Of course," Jack smiled, grabbing Hiccup's hand and squeezing it ever so slightly. "You can ask me anything."

"OK, so, this is our tenth date," Hiccup started, not sure how to ask this and not wanting to cause an argument with Jack. But, at the present time, his curiosity was winning out. "But I still haven't seen your bar code."

Jack just sighed in response. It was not an exasperated sigh or an angry sigh, but a sigh that Hiccup could tell meant that he still didn't want to talk about this. After fiddling with the straw of his drink for just a moment, he finally found his answer.

"Why are people always so obsessed with the bar code? I mean people got along perfectly fine before it."

"Yes, but it's there now so why not use it?" Hiccup retorted. He wasn't going to start an argument, but he did want to have his point said.

"Just, please don't push this Hiccup. All in due time, alright?" Jack asked, lowering his gaze.

"Alright then, in due time," Hiccup pretended to agree, but he was secretly putting his backup plan into action. Jack wouldn't like it, but he didn't have to find out. It wasn't too much longer before their number was called, their food came, and they were on a completely different topic of conversation. When the time came for them to return to the car, Hiccup decided to put his backup plan into action.

"Hey, Jack, my dad is out of town on a business trip so my house is kind of empty, would you want to sleep over? You know, so I don't have to sleep alone in the house tonight?" Jack had just turned the key in the ignition and he glanced over to Hiccup as the car roared to life.

"Sure, just let me grab a few things from home."

After a quick stop at the Frost residence to grab a change of clothes, a toothbrush, and some other basic necessities, they were off once more, this time headed to the Haddock household.

When they arrived, the boys immediately started to prepare for bed. Putting on pajamas and brushing their teeth together, they decided to watch a movie before going to bed. A quick search of the movie channels showed that the best movie on that they could agree on was 27 Dresses. It was already 20 minutes in but they didn't care. They were too busy enjoying each other's company and kissing to pay attention to half of it anyways.

When the time finally came to go to bed, they made their way up to Hiccup's room and his queen sized bed. Jack would never admit he wasn't a fan of the particular shade of green Hiccup had decided to paint his walls, but that didn't mean he couldn't think it.

They climbed into bed, just talking in the semi-dark. There was a ray of light coming through the curtains from the streetlight outside, and it was just enough to allow the boys to see each other. As they talked Jack slowly started to drift, until his only response to Hiccup's words was the faint sound of heavy breathing with an occasional snore mixed in.

Hiccup waited another twenty minutes before he put his plan into action. He wanted to make sure Jack was fully asleep, although he did have to admit that it was hard to stay awake that long in the silence and darkness. Ever so slightly pushing up the sleeve on Jack's left arm to expose his bar code, Hiccup started his examination. A scan would have told Hiccup even more, but that would have woken Jack up for sure and he knew how to get some information just from seeing the numbers.

Who knew fifteen digits could say so much about a person. Hiccup, working in reverse order from right to left, learned that Jack was a genuinely caring person, loved kids, and would do anything to help someone in need. He learned he was indeed fully gay, but he did still want a family one day. He saw Jack loved photography and video games, but that he already knew from talking to him. He learned that Jack's natural hair colour was brown, Hiccup having never seen it as anything other than the dyed white.

It was then that Hiccup reached the left side of the bar code, and a soft gasp escaped his lips. There, just before the first number, was a red asterisk. He dropped the wrist he had been softly holding in his hands, and those combined was enough to rouse Jack from his not so deep slumber.

"Huh, wha-?" Jack mumbled incoherently as he sat up and rubbed his eye with the hand Hiccup had just dropped. As his arm pulled away from his face, he noticed the pushed up sleeve and the exposed bar code. A moment of processing later, a look of pure betrayal crossed his face, and Hiccup cringed.

"Hiccup, how could you?" Jack asked, voice indicating he was on the verge of tears. In retrospect, Hiccup couldn't believe he had let his curiosity get the better of him like that. He started to get a little teary eyed himself, eyes immediately turning downwards, and he felt the searing pain of regret throughout his body.

"I-I'm so sorry. I just, couldn't help myself I guess. Are you mad?" Hiccup asked, eyes never leaving his feet. He couldn't gather the internal strength to look at Jack right now.

"Yes I'm mad," Jack responded, "But I guess that there's not much I can do about it now. So, might as well put it all out on the table now."

Hiccup was shocked at how well Jack was taking this, so he decided to take advantage of the situation since he appeared to be willing. However, he didn't want to push it too far all at once given the circumstances. So, he settled on just asking the one burning question.

"You-you have an asterisk. Why?" Jack sighed before he started to explain, preparing to tell his story. He'd keep it short, but that didn't make it any easier to tell.

"What you probably didn't see from your manual read –I'm assuming that's what you did since I didn't notice a scan –is that I am adopted. I was adopted when I was about seven. I had a sister and two loving parents, but we were in a car crash and both of my parents were killed. My sister and I were thrown into an orphanage. That was a tough time for me, but that's not when it started. A few months later, my sister was adopted. They only adopted her though. She was taken from me, and she was all I had left. So, I went into a bit of a depression. I stole a knife from the kitchen one day and started cutting myself. I always chickened out though, and so I never made a cut deep enough to actually kill myself. But that was when the asterisk appeared. A few years later I was adopted by my family and don't get me wrong, I love them, but they were never a replacement for my sister. I kept cutting myself for about a year, but after that I realized that that was my new life and clearly I was never going to take it all the way, so I stopped. You know, I still haven't seen her since. Her name was Emma. One day I do want to find her."

Hiccup couldn't stop himself from blurting, "But if you cut yourself why didn't I see any scars?" He immediately regretted it and slapped a hand over his mouth, but Jack answered anyways. He had already gone this far, might as well go all the way.

"Look closer," Jack commented, releasing his wrist and giving it back to Hiccup for the first time since this had all started. Hiccup held it carefully while looking, almost as if he was worried it might break. "Look at the lines in the bar code. There is a little scar on top of each of them. That was where I cut. I did it there because the people at the orphanage would be less likely to see it, and a part of me wanted that damn thing off of me. I didn't like the asterisk and that would have drawn enough attention on its own. Fortunately I was able to keep it all hidden from all of them."

"Jack, I am so sorry," Hiccup whispered with a tear in his eye. He dropped the wrist and immediately wrapped Jack in a hug, which was returned a moment later. When they pulled away, Hiccup continued. "You'll find her one day Jack. I'm sure of it."

"Thanks Hic," Jack smiled before he planted a soft kiss on Hiccup's lips. "But for now, I'm still tired."

"Say no more," Hiccup interrupted as he lay down, pulling Jack with him. "We'll continue this whenever you're ready."

A kiss was exchanged, but nothing was said before the couple fell asleep in each other's arms.

* * *

><p><strong>Yeah so sorry this was late, and sorry but this is probably my last submission for this HiJack Week. I have no time and even worse, no inspiration for the other AUs. Plus in my defense I wrote a Hogwarts AU last time. See you in a few months!<strong>
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**March 13, 2014**

**Prompt: R!PNAU**

**I don't care that it's late, I got REALLY last minute inspiration but it was during HiJack Week so I'm counting it XD**

* * *

><p>"Hey, Jackson, right?"<p>

Jackson stood bolt upright as soon as he heard that. It wasn't just because someone had said his name, but because of the smooth yet somehow rough at the same time voice that spoke those words. He turned to face the voice, and standing there before him was none other than Hiccup.

Hiccup was the toughest kid in the school. Fights were a weekly occurrence and he seemed to spend more time in detention than out of it. He had six visible piercings (including the one in his tongue) and three visible tattoos not covered by his sleeveless shirt. Being observant in phys ed, however, Jackson knew that Hiccup had at least a fourth, that one being a dragon that wrapped all the way around his lower torso and back area.

Jackson snapped back to reality when Hiccup donned a confused look, and he realized he still hadn't answered his question.

"Uh, y-yes?" Jackson stuttered. He didn't understand why Hiccup was talking to him. Hiccup was the best looking guy in school (in his personal opinion at least) and he definitely wasn't here to get Jackson to do his homework because he would have done that by now. It wasn't exactly a secret that he was one of the biggest nerds in the school. Not that he had a problem with that though; he was actually rather proud of his academic accomplishments.

"I was wondering if you'd want to go out sometime."

Jackson's brain screamed no. Hiccup had a reputation as a heartbreaker among both genders at the school, plus this would be nothing but bad news. There had to be some kind of joke here, because there is no way Hiccup would ask him out of all people. They couldn't be more different! However, before Jackson had the opportunity to decline, he was betrayed by his vocal chords and said yes instead.

"Great, I'll pick you up at seven," Hiccup said with a smile that have Jackson just the slightest glimpse of silver in the boy's mouth.

Jackson stood there is shock. He really had wanted this moment for the last three years, but he never thought it would actually ever, you know, happen. As he watched the tattooed and pierced teen walk down the hallway away from him, Jackson finally shut his mouth, realizing he had left it hanging open after he had squeaked out his response. At least no one else was around to see it.

"I wonder how many flies just flew in, Jackson. Don't think they are very good for your teeth."

Well, no one that would make too much fun of him for it at least. As he turned towards the new, female voice, he saw one of his best friends Toothiana (an appropriate name considering she knew she wanted to get into dentistry) walking up beside him.

"I'll have you know none flew in, thank you very much," Jackson cracked with a satisfied smirk.

"Mhm. Anyways, what did tall, pierced, and gorgeous want from you?"

Momentarily distracted, Jackson now recalled that he was busy being in the middle of a state of shock.

"He- he just, I think he just asked me out," Jackson stated, a twinge of uncertainty grasping to his voice.

Tooth gasped. She was one of only two people who officially knew about Jackson's crush on Hiccup. The other was…

"Hey guys? Uh, why is Tooth so excited?"…right there. They both turned to Rapunzel, walking from the direction Hiccup had gone not a moment ago.

Jackson was about to say something, but Tooth was so excited that she quickly blurted out, "Hiccup asked Jackson out!" before Jackson could get a word in edgewise. Both girls broke out into a squeal of happiness for their friend. It was so high pitch Jackson cringed and was kind of surprised the nearby window didn't crack.

It was Toothiana that broke the squeal first and started with the barrage of questions.

"So how did he ask you? When is the date? Where are you going? What are you going to wear?" Tooth asked at record speeds. It was nice that she was excited for him but if she didn't slow down he wouldn't be able to understand her.

When she finally paused for a breath after the last question, Jackson opened his mouth to answer but Tooth interrupted him once more.

"Oh my gosh, you need a makeover!"

"A what?" Jackson asked, incredulous.

"She's right!" Rapunzel cut in. We can give you a makeover just before the date! You'll look amazing! When is it?"

"It's tonight, but…" Jackson started, but he didn't get to finish. Truth be told though he should have expected as much from his friends.

"Oh no, we need to leave now!" Rapunzel claimed. She quickly threw her books into Jackson's open locker beside him and slammed the door shut. It's a good thing it was warm out because there was no way Rapunzel (or Tooth for that matter) would have afforded them the time to grab jackets. Jackson could barely blink before he had a hand around each wrist and was being dragged towards Tooth's car.

* * *

><p>Their local mall was an overload of the senses. The expansive hallways packed full of people, the savoury smells of the food court making your mouth almost water from just about anywhere, the near white sound of who knows how many people talking over each other, and the feel of excitement and adrenaline rushing through veins when someone finds an amazing deal just by sheer luck.<p>

As soon as they passed through the sliding doors at the entrance, the girls headed straight for the mall directory and were talking so fast Jackson could barely understand them.

"He'll need a new outfit." Jackson looked at his clothes. A blue button up shirt with a bow tie and some khakis. It wasn't that bad, was it?

"And a haircut." He touched his hair. Had it gotten long without him noticing?

"Some cover up for that pimple forming on his chin." Out came his phone as a mirror to see what they were talking about.

"And some nice cologne." OK he definitely didn't smell bad; he had just showered that morning!

"We need to go here."

"Here."

"Here."

"And here."

"Let's go," the girls said in perfect sync as they grabbed Jackson once more and headed off to the clothing stores.

* * *

><p>Two hours later, and the last thing on the list was a haircut. Apparently tonight he would be wearing a blue hoodie and brown skinny jeans. As the girls led him to the hair salon in the mall, he played with his hair absentmindedly. He didn't think it was too long, so why did it need to be cut?<p>

When they arrived, the girls took his bags as Jackson placed himself into a salon chair. They spoke to the stylist without him, which concerned him greatly. He strained his ears attempting to catch even just a passing word, but their soft voices eluded his hearing. He attempted to read their lips but was once again unsuccessful.

Finally the stylist came over, but she refused to tell him anything. She just gave a quick, "Don't you worry, you're going to look great," and got to work. She cut off just a little bit of hair before she stopped and put on some latex gloves. Jackson started to worry as she started to mix a concoction of liquids, and he instantly waved Rapunzel and Tooth over.

"Uh, girls? Care to share?"

"Don't worry," Toothiana soothed, "they're just lightening your hair colour a little. It'll look great! And if you don't like it it'll come out eventually." Jackson didn't like it, but he just decided to go with it. It was just hair colour. He could wear a hat and he knew he never won an argument against Toothiana.

The liquid felt odd as the stylist started applying it to his hair, but he tried his best to ignore it. It felt so weird; he wasn't sure why Toothiana would put herself through this constantly for her multitude of hair colours. When the stylist was finally done however, the stuff had to sit in his hair for a while so Rapunzel and Tooth pulled up chairs a little closer so they could talk.

Fourty five minutes later and it was time for the hair dye to come out. Jackson was led over to the hair washing station and leaned back as his scalp was massaged by the stylist. It actually felt rather good and for a moment, Jackson wasn't stressed for that night. That changed, however, when he headed over to the mirror.

He couldn't believe it. His hair was white. Not light blonde, but snow white. He barely noticed as the stylist added some gel to create a messy look. He was still in shock and wordless as he got up, paid, and started to walk away. Neither Tooth nor Rapunzel said a word at first, but eventually Tooth just had to say something.

"So, Jackson, what do you think?" She asked, hesitation present in her voice. Jackson could really react badly here.

"Why-why white? Why dye it at all?" Well at least he wasn't reacting badly.

"Well," Rapunzel interjected softly, "we thought changing your hair colour would make you seem a little more punkish. You know, like Hiccup. But we told her blonde. I don't know what went wrong."

"Well it's too late to do anything about it now. I'll just have to live with it." And as Jackson said it he realized it was true. He would be picked up by Hiccup in a few hours and it was too late to change it now. Hopefully it wouldn't go over too poorly.

Not much was said as the girls dropped Jackson and his new purchases off at his house, and when Jackson walked inside there wasn't much to greet him there either. His father wasn't home, most likely still at work, and he probably wouldn't be back until after Jackson had left.

Jackson walked upstairs and laid his new purchases out on the bed. Sighing to himself and deciding the girls were probably right; Hiccup probably would like this new look better. It looked more punk, like Hiccup. He slowly dressed himself and had a quick sandwich to eat before sitting on the couch and waiting for Hiccup. While he sat he reached for a nearby pen and paper to write a note to his father saying he'd be out late.

At 7:20, only twenty minutes late, there was a knock on the door. Jackson opened it slowly, worried as to how Hiccup would react. When the door was finally open enough to expose a made over Jackson, Hiccup's eyes widened slightly, but he didn't have any other discernible reaction.

"Hey, you ready?" Hiccup asked.

"Yeah, let's go." When Jackson arrived at his driveway though, he had to pause. Sitting there was Hiccup's motorcycle, with two helmets. He didn't know what he was expecting, he knew Hiccup had a motorcycle since he drove it to school, but he just wasn't ready for that he supposed.

"Hey, you coming?" Hiccup asked, motorcycle already started and his own helmet already on. In his extended arm he was holding the helmet intended for Jackson. Jackson paused for just a moment more before he finally took the helmet and put it on. He sat awkwardly behind Hiccup, near afraid to touch him. That quickly changed however when Hiccup told him to hang on and took off.

The entire ride to the movie theatre Jackson was focused on making sure he didn't fall off. When they were driving straight it wasn't bad, but on turns and accelerations Jackson caught himself hanging on a little tighter than normal.

Regardless, they arrived at the theatre twenty minutes later and Jackson was definitely not upset that the ride was over. Jackson wondered what prevented people from just stealing the helmets since it seemed Hiccup just left them laying there, but he pushed the question to the back of his brain for the fear it'd sound stupid.

They walked into the theatre and stared up at the screen, deciding which movie to watch. There were only two starting in the next hour and a half, and they were some cheesy horror movie or the animated movie Rise of the Guardians.

"Which one do you want to see?" Hiccup inquired, eyes glued to the marquee.

"Um, how about the horror movie?" Jackson returned, not wanting to seem childish.

"Sure," Hiccup replied as he started the short walk up to the bored looking teenager at the box office. However, before Hiccup had the chance to start talking, the sign flipped to 'sold out' and greyed out on the electronic screen.

Turning back to Jackson, Hiccup said, "Rise of the Guardians I suppose then?"

Jackson hid his mild sense of relief that they wouldn't be going to the horror movie and simply nodded in response. Hiccup bought the tickets, Jackson bought some popcorn for them to share, and they were seated in the theatre five minutes before show time. Jackson was nervous that an awkward silence would occur, but Hiccup came to the rescue and in a way very surprising to Jackson.

"To be honest I'm kind of glad we ended up coming to this movie. I've been wanting to see this for a while now."

"Really?" Jackson asked, rather shocked. Hiccup wanted to see an animated children's movie?

"Yeah. I don't have only certain interests you know. All this is just an image really. A style if you will. Style doesn't generally determine personality. Granted yes I have a few tattoos and piercing and can be a little rough, but I am human."

Jackson was extremely surprised. They got into a rather deep conversation for a few minutes, and Jackson determined that they actually had a lot on common. Hiccup was actually kind of a nerd at heart. Jackson's worries of an awkward silence had been for naught, seeing as the only silence came after the movie had started. When the movie was done, however, Hiccup had a whole new topic he decided he really wanted to talk about.

"Oh my gods you look so much like Jack!" Hiccup commented once again as they got off the motorcycle at Jackson's house. "Come on, just admit it!"

"Nope, I don't see it," Jackson stubbornly repeated for the umpteenth time.

"You're skinny, have the blue sweater, the brown jeans, and just to put the icing on the cake, your hair is white! I'm calling you Jack Frost from now on." Jackson didn't think he had ever seen a smile quite so large on Hiccup; he really must have been enjoying himself.

"Yeah yeah, whatever," Jackson smiled.

"But Jack, tell me, why did you get dressed up like, well, this," Hiccup asked, gesturing to Jackson.

"To be honest, this was mostly Toothiana and Rapunzel's idea. They thought I needed to look a little more punk for you to like me." Jackson looked down as he said this, mildly ashamed now that he thought about it.

"Hey, you don't need to change at all. I asked out normal you, not this you, right?"

Before Jackson had the chance to respond though, the front door flew open behind him and standing in the entrance was none other than his father.

"Jackson! Welcome home! And who is this?" North asked in his thick Russian accent.

"Hello sir, my name is Hiccup," Hiccup replied in a surprisingly formal voice with the utmost sign of respect. "But if you'll excuse me sir, I'm a little late getting home myself." He nodded at North and as he turned around to go back to his motorcycle he called over his shoulder, "See you in school tomorrow Frostbite!"

Jackson couldn't help but laugh at the nickname. He stepped past his father and walked into the house, expecting to have a lengthy conversation with his father about Hiccup, or at least his hair.

* * *

><p><strong>OK, now I'm done with this HiJack Week. See you next time!<strong>


	11. Quote 1

**June 21 2014**

**Prompt: "Am I on the naughty list?" - RotG  
><strong>

**Modern AU**

* * *

><p>As his eyes sprung open, Jack immediately knew what day it was. There may not have been snow on the ground at the time, but it was unmistakable. The red Xs drawn prominently on the calendar finally led up to this day: December 25. To most Jack would be considered a fully responsible adult at the age of 24, having his own place and his boyfriend living with him, but those who knew him best knew of the childlike spark in his heart.<p>

Jack had never outgrown his childhood excitement when it came to Christmas, and Hiccup had no problem with that. In fact, he found it kind of cute. Every year after Jack would go to sleep, Hiccup would take the gift he had purchased for Jack and place it under their Christmas tree, then wait to see Jack jump up in the morning with excitement and curiosity to see what he got. This year, however, Jack wasn't going to know what hit him.

The alarm clock went off at exactly 7:00am, the earliest Hiccup would allow Jack to set it on Christmas. After all, they did need _some_ sleep. Hiccup sat up at the sound of the buzzer, and by the time he had reached an upright position Jack was already out of the bedroom door. Hiccup smiled and shook his head, reaching over to the top drawer of his bedside table.

Hiccup felt around inside the drawer, searching for and finding the small black box that had been stored in there for almost two months now. He ran his finger over it for just a moment, trying to calm his mildly racing nerves. Opening it up he looked at the diamond ring inside. It was a beautiful and specially cut diamond on a white gold band. It had taken him months to find a store that had even heard of, let alone carried, a snowflake cut diamond, but he had finally done it. The two hour drive each way had all been worth it, all in preparation for a moment that was soon to pass.

Hiccup looked up suddenly and giggled when he heard a soft bang, followed by a moan from Jack and a quick, "I'm OK!" Hiccup figured Jack must have fallen at the top of the stairs again; this wasn't the first time and it most certainly wouldn't be the last. He really needed to slow down in his excitement.

Snapping the box shut and placing it in the pocket of his baggy pajama bottoms, Hiccup pushed himself up onto two feet and slowly started to head downstairs, knowing Jack would already be waiting by the tree.

Sure enough, as Hiccup descended the stairs of their tiny townhome he saw Jack standing right beside the tree waiting for him, wearing a smile that looked like it belonged to a four year old on Christmas, not a twenty four year old. But Hiccup loved that smile; it was so genuine, and he couldn't help himself from smiling back.

Hiccup sat down on the couch near the tree, and Jack handed him his gift before sitting down right beside him. It was a fairly large size, a perfect square and pretty heavy. Hiccup had no idea what was inside it, but he immediately turned to Jack and gave him a thank you peck on the cheek.

Looking back at the box he had to admit, Jack really knew how to wrap a gift. The paper was immaculate, perfectly tight around the gift and barely any tape showing. Hiccup almost didn't want to rip the paper, but if he took the time to unwrap it slowly and carefully he may drive Jack insane.

Jack didn't just love receiving gifts, but he also loved giving them too. He always put so much effort and thought into it, and when someone opened a gift from him he got a smile so large on his face that you would think it was him receiving the gift, not the other person. And this was especially true with Hiccup.

Hiccup tore through the paper, attempting to find a brand, a product, or even any type of colour scheme on the box, but even after he had gotten every scrap of paper off of it, it was still nothing but a plain beige cardboard box.

Spotting a strip of tape along the top and giving another quick smile to Jack who looked so excited that he may explode, Hiccup used his nail to puncture the tape and tear it away.

He set the box on the ground before opening it, but when he did a small, involuntary gasp escaped his lips. The box was jam packed with all different types of tools, from saws to screwdrivers to an electric drill. Hiccup gave Jack a massive hug before he continued to search through the box.

Hiccup loved to tinker and invent, and while his job as the school's metal and woodshop teacher gave him an outlet, the school couldn't always afford the best tools. Since they didn't have a car the garage of the townhome was home to Hiccup's workshop and that gave him another outlet, but the tools in there weren't the best either. Most of those tools had been given to him by his father, and many were well over twenty years old. The screwdrivers were bent, the saws curved, the battery life on the drill almost nil, and the blowtorch was so old that they didn't even make the fuel refills for that model any more. New tools were always something Hiccup had wanted but couldn't bring himself to splurge on. He just kept telling himself he would make do with what he had and that it would be fine.

"Jack, thank you so much," Hiccup said as he wrapped his boyfriend in his arms once more.

"I thought you might like it," Jack smiled.

They sat there for a moment longer before Hiccup piped in to bring up the subject of Jack's gift. Hiccup needed the moment to calm himself. As the time drew closer he felt the knot in his stomach grow heavier and heavier, but he just kept reassuring himself that everything would be fine. They had been going out since high school, so of course Jack would say yes, right?

"So, uh, Jack, I'm guessing you noticed that there isn't a box under the tree with your name on it."

"I may have," Jack cracked, "Am I on the naughty list?"

Hiccup considered responding with a joke, perhaps something along the lines of how his gift did have to do with coal, but he wasn't sure if Jack would get the science behind it and it was a bit of a fuzzy area, so Hiccup opted not to allow awkwardness the opportunity to creep into the moment.

"Of course not, do you think I would ever put you on the naughty list?"

"I suppose not."

"OK, well," Hiccup said before he had to swallow. He was fighting a battle with his nerves that he was determined to win. "We've been dating for a long time, and I love you, and I want to spend the rest of my live with you. So, Jack," Hiccup started as he reached into his pocket and pushed himself off of the couch and onto one knee, "Will you marry me?"

Hiccup's vision went a little fuzzy from nervousness for just a split second, but it returned quickly. Looking at Jack's eyes the first thing Hiccup saw were tears, and he really hoped that was a good sign.

"Yes! Yes yes yes!" Jack nearly yelled, throwing himself on top of Hiccup making them both tumble backwards, sprawling out on the floor. Jack planted about a dozen kisses on all parts of Hiccup's face, followed by a long, slow, passionate one on his lips.

Climbing off so that Hiccup could sit up as well, Jack looked at the ring Hiccup had released when their hands had met. He stared at it for a good ten seconds before he looked back up at Hiccup.

"You found a snowflake cut?" Jack asked, incredulous.

"I did. It's not a big deal really; I mean I know you like that cut, right?"

"I do, but where on earth did you find it?"

"Oh just in some jewellery store."

"Which one?"

"Burgess Jewellery."

Jack's eyes visibly widened when he heard that. "But that's two hours away!"

"It was worth it for you," Hiccup smiled before taking the ring back for just a moment. Removing it from the box he took Jack's hand and slid it onto his finger. Hiccup had taken an educated guess as to Jack's ring size, and as it turned out, he had been bang on.

Neither spoke for the next few moments, but neither felt the need to. They just spent the time glancing between each other and the ring situated on Jack's left hand. It was Jack who broke the silence first.

"Merry Christmas Hiccup."

"Merry Christmas Jack."


	12. Quote 2 and 6

**June 22/26** **2014**

**Prompts:  
>"Then I won't speak. Just let me show you." - HtTYDAND<br>"You're all hard work and deadlines, and I'm snowballs and fun times." - RotG**

**R!PNAU**

* * *

><p>If Jack had to list the quality he was best known for in high school, it would be that he was invisible. He was what one might consider a stereotypical nerd: good grades, never got in trouble, a select few friends, and worked part time at a local fast food joint to bring in some spending money. He had done that for over three straight years, never once being significantly singled out by any person or group in all the years leading up to his senior year, so when his invisibility from a certain someone started to shatter, he noticed almost immediately.<p>

Hiccup hadn't taken an interest in Jack for any reason for three years, so why was it now that Jack started to catch the infamous Hiccup Haddock stealing glances? They were from two separate worlds; Jack from his land of books and board games, Hiccup from his land of troublemaking and detention. But sure enough, since the beginning of the school year just a month ago, Jack had noticed his tattooed classmate glimpsing his way more and more, until it eventually became a nearly hourly occurrence. The looks had been getting longer too, escalating from just a quick glimpse, to lingering for a few seconds, to what could be considered full on staring.

At first Jack had been scared, but after this much time with nothing happening, it had turned into more of a curiosity. Had he done something wrong? Had he upset Hiccup in some way unknowingly? He definitely didn't start dating one of Hiccup's exes. Did the punk finally decide that he should start picking on him, just so he wouldn't get through his high school experience as unscathed as possible? Or, unlikely by any stretch if the imagination, was Hiccup interested in him?

Jack immediately shook that last one off. While Hiccup was known to swing both ways, Jack had made certain to keep his preference in romantic partners a secret. After all, it gave people less ammunition to fire in his direction. Besides, while he did have to admit he found a certain je ne sais quoi about Hiccup attractive, it would never work. They were too different. The passing glances Jack had made sure to hide so well at Hiccup's tribal tattoo on his left arm, dragon insignia on the right, and mildly defined ab muscles under his shirt were fated to remain just that, and Jack had no problem with that. Or at least that was what Jack had told himself.

He saw Hiccup's vision shift away out of the corner of his eye, and when it did, Jack snapped back to reality, also known as Calculus. They had a test coming up the day after tomorrow, and Jack was determined to be ready.

* * *

><p>As the final bell rang, Jack got up and headed straight for his locker. Racking his brain he remembered he had a Physics test tomorrow, followed by the Calculus test the day after. Deciding to focus on one thing at a time, Jack packed up his Physics textbook, leaving the Calculus behind for tomorrow night's study session.<p>

Jack slammed the locker door shut and closed the lock with a click before turning to his left to head towards the doors. However, as soon as Jack turned, his feet stopped moving.

Jack was relatively tall for his age, standing a solid 6'1", so he could see over a lot of other peoples' heads in the hallway. Also relatively tall was a 6'3" Hiccup, looking straight at him from partially down the hall. Jack stood there for a moment, curious as to why the tattooed senior was once more paying attention solely to him instead of all of the commotion around him, until he realized his fateful mistake: he had officially made eye contact.

Jack wanted to run, but there were still too many people around, and before he could go anywhere, Hiccup was right there.

"Hey, Jack, right?" Hiccup asked, clearly knowing but attempting (poorly) to feign ignorance.

As soon as Hiccup had spoken, it seemed like the entire hallway magically cleared out. Now it was just the two of them left nearly alone, with only a couple stragglers still heading for the doors.

_'Great,' _Jack thought to himself, but he made sure not to vocalize his internal melancholy. He had a feeling this exchange would not end well. "Yeah, that's me," Jack responded, trying to keep his voice as neutral as possible.

"I was wondering, what are you doing tomorrow night?" Hiccup donned a slight smirk as the words passed his lips, leaving Jack unsure as to how to interpret the statement.

"Studying for our Calculus test?" Jack half responded, half asked. He really didn't understand where Hiccup was going with this.

"Well I was wondering if you wanted to go out with me tomorrow night. You know, on a date."

Jack's stomach sunk. He had officially been put into the worst possible position. If he accepted he would be forced to associate with Hiccup in public, and who knew how much attention that would draw. If he declined, however, he risked annoying the punk and bringing on any repercussions that may come along with that. Plus he had to consider that this could be some kind of cruel joke, even if no one had ever bothered to play one on him before. He thought for just a moment before he came up with his answer.

"Why would you want to go out with someone like me?" Jack asked, cocking an eyebrow.

Hiccup smirked again and tiled his head ever so slightly before replying, "Because you seem interesting. Not like most of those other people I've gone out with before. I think we could actually hold a conversation."

Jack held back a laugh at that. Was Hiccup supposed to be talking to another Jack or something? Because he was pretty sure they had nothing in common.

"I don't think so. I mean, I'm all hard work and deadlines, and you're all snowballs and fun times."

Hiccup actually let out a laugh at that. "Wow, Jack Frost just made a snowball joke!" It wasn't said in a mocking tone, but it appeared that Hiccup had legitimately found that funny. Jack just shrugged it off.

Gathering a little more courage, Jack continued. "Look, I just don't think we would be compatible. And I don't think there is anything that you can say that would change my mind." With that, Jack started to walk away. Hiccup stopped chuckling immediately, then paused for just a moment before giving his reply.

"Then I won't speak. Just let me show you. Tomorrow night, we can go to dinner and see the new Hobbit movie."

Jack stopped in his tracks. He really wanted to see that movie, and this would be a really good chance to see a different side of Hiccup, the one behind what he saw and heard in the hallways of the school. Plus, Hiccup wasn't exactly hard on the eyes.

"Alright, fine," Jack started as he turned back to face Hiccup. "One date. I know you have a car, and since I don't, pick me up at six tomorrow." Jack didn't wait for a response, he just turned around and left. He then realized he wasn't sure if it was because he wanted to get out of there or because he didn't want anything to change.

As Jack walked home, he remembered something else. He had a Calculus test the day after tomorrow, and if things went well on his date he wouldn't have much time to study. He paused for just a moment, but then realized that if things went well with Hiccup, he really wouldn't care if he failed one test.

* * *

><p><strong>I couldn't help myself, they combined so well! Plus now I get day 6 off XD<strong>


	13. Quote 3

**June 23 2014**

**Prompt: "You know, sometimes all you need is twenty seconds of insane courage. Just literally twenty seconds of just embarrassing bravery. And I promise you, something great will come of it." - We Bought a Zoo **

**Modern AU**

* * *

><p>"Hey Jack."<p>

Jack looked up from his lunch at the sound of his name, watching Hiccup sit himself down across the table. A smile subconsciously graced Jack's face, happy to see his best friend finally. He had been wondering where he had been for the first half of their shared lunch period.

"Hey Hic. Where've you been? I was starting to think you were skipping lunch today," Jack laughed.

"I'm not that much of a nerd," Hiccup deadpanned.

"Debatable," Jack joked as he took another bite of his sandwich.

"I do that once and you never let me live it down," Hiccup muttered, unpacking his own lunch. Glancing at the leftover pasta and milk, he realized he wasn't all that hungry. It was because he was nervous, but the reason he even actually came to lunch today in the first place was because he wanted to talk to Jack to get some advice. So, he left his lunch untouched and went head on into what he wanted to talk to Jack about.

"Jack, I was wondering if I could, uh, get your advice on something," Hiccup asked, keeping his gaze focused downward.

Jack looked up from his lunch, pausing mid chew to say, "Of course, what's up?"

"Well, the thing is," Hiccup started, suddenly unsure of he should continue, but he decided that he wasn't going to allow himself to chicken out this time. "There is someone I've kind of been interested in for the past little while, and I want to ask them out, but I'm not sure if they are really into me like that and I'm kind of close with them and I don't want to make it awkward." Hiccup started to trail off at the end of that sentence, but he finally managed to look up at Jack.

Jack wondered why Hiccup didn't look at him while asking that, but he just ignored it. His mind was more focused on the question and trying to figure out who this mystery person was. Racking his mind he came up with one person.

"Oh my gosh are you going to ask out Tuffnut?" Jack asked.

"What? I never said…" was all Hiccup could fit in before Jack started to speak again.

"It makes total sense! This is the only lunch he doesn't share with us and you two have been getting a lot closer recently."

Deciding just to let Jack go with it for now, Hiccup remained silent and stoic. Regardless of who Jack thought it was the advice would still be basically the same, so Hiccup found not point on correcting Jack at this point. And so, Jack continued.

"Look, I understand he's your friend and you don't want to make thing weird between you. But you just need to go for it. If he is really your friend, even if he doesn't feel the same way, nothing will change between the two of you. At least as long as you don't let it. Sometimes all you need is twenty seconds of insane courage. Just literally twenty seconds of just embarrassing bravery. And I promise you, something great will come of it."

"How can you promise that?" Hiccup asked.

"Because Tuffnut isn't the type of person to let something weird him out for too long. Even if he rejects you and finds it weird that you asked at first, eventually he will move on. And if not, I will talk some sense into him."

At this point, Hiccup was satisfied with the answer. He may not have been asking about Tuffnut, but if Jack was that adamant with his answer he was sure everything would work out, even if he was rejected. He looked Jack in the eyes and smiled before he packed up his untouched lunch.

"Thanks Jack. You've been a big help." He immediately stood up and walked out of the cafeteria, leaving behind a mildly confused Jack.

* * *

><p>The rest of the day past and Jack didn't see Hiccup once. Granted they didn't have any classes together for the rest of the day but normally they saw each other in the halls and had a quick chat. Today, however, there was nothing.<p>

Jack was thinking about Hiccup once more when he was at his locker at the end of the day, gathering his books before getting ready to catch the bus home. He wondered why Hiccup had been avoiding him, but then he realized that maybe he had spoken to Tuffnut and they had been spending the rest of the day together. If they had then at least that was a good sign.

As Jack shut his locker door, he found Hiccup standing right behind it. Jack was slightly startled that he hadn't noticed Hiccup's approach, but he wasn't complaining that his best friend was there. Perhaps he had been too focused on which books he needed to take home that night to pay attention to his surroundings.

"Hey Hic! Haven't seen you since lunch."

"Yeah, sorry," Hiccup started, rubbing the back of his head, "I've just sort of spent the afternoon thinking."

"About what?"

"Just things."

"Oh, ok," Jack said slowly, not entirely understanding but just going along with it anyways.

"Hey, Jack, I was wondering, would you want to go out with me tonight?"

"Yeah sure, what were you thin-oh…" Jack started before it dawned on him. The advice Hiccup had been asking about earlier, the distance he had kept for the rest of the day, he was asking him _out_ out. "The advice from earlier…" Hiccup just nodded, giving a hopeful smile.

Jack had to admit, he was mildly shocked. He didn't expect Hiccup to turn around and ask HIM out. He had never thought of Hiccup in that way. They had always been friends, but he had never let his thoughts wander that far. But as he thought back to his own advice, he realized just how true it was. Why couldn't they try? And if it didn't work out, why couldn't they still ne friends afterwards? They already loved to spend time together, and a lot of relationships started that way.

While Jack was lost in his thoughts, he hadn't realized just how long he had been silent. Hiccup's smile had faded, and his hope had turned into despair. He started to worry that he had not only ruined his chances with Jack, but lost a best friend in the process.

"I-I understand if you don't want to. I'll just go…" Hiccup started before Jack interrupted.

"No, wait. I'm sorry, I was just thinking," Jack said, rubbing the back of his own head. "I'd love to."

Hiccup immediately perked up at this, smile returning. And as it did, Jack realized that maybe they weren't that far from being a real couple anyways. After all, he loved to make Hiccup happy and would do anything for him, plus they liked a lot of the same things.

"Great, so I'll pick you up at 8?" Hiccup asked excitedly.

"Sounds good," Jack smiled as he shut his locker. "Now let's go or we'll be late for our bus."

* * *

><p>The bus ride home hadn't been at all out of the ordinary for them, but after Jack got off at his stop, everything changed. At first he had thought that he wouldn't do anything to prepare for tonight, but as he got closer to home he started to realize even more how much he wanted this night to work.<p>

It started off with a simple shower, then moved on to twenty minutes on hair and a solid half hour on clothing choices. He was worried that he would under or over dress, and especially with Hiccup he didn't want it to be awkward. In the end he laid out three outfits on the bed and decided to wait, in his underwear, by the window. He drew the sheer blinds so no one would see in, but he could see out. He sat there for about fifteen minutes waiting for Hiccup to pull up, and when Hiccup pulled up in his aged Volkswagen Beetle Jack immediately snapped to attention.

When Hiccup stepped out of the car, Jack immediately noticed Hiccup was in a patterned button down shirt and a dark wash pair of jeans. Looking back at his outfits, Jack immediately picked the one with the bright blue buttoned shirt and the black jeans. He threw them on as quickly as possible, and he was still working on the buttons when Hiccup rang the doorbell.

Quickly finishing and flying down the stairs, Jack opened the door to find a confident looking but still very slightly nervous Hiccup. And as Jack looked at how Hiccup looked at him, he could start to see just how much Hiccup really did like him. He started to wonder how long Hiccup had been harbouring those feelings, but he decided that he shouldn't stay silent for too long as he did last time.

"Hey Hic, you look really good," Jack complemented.

"Thanks," Hiccup smiled, "You too. You uh, ready to go?"

"Yeah, just a sec," Jack stalled as he reached for his keys and wallet. When he was ready he followed Hiccup out, locking the front door behind him.

The ride to the mall was quick and nothing out of the ordinary. If Jack hadn't known that this was a date he would have said that it was just a normal trip to the mall, with a movie after it closed. And even as they walked through the mall, talking about their usual topics, nothing seemed at all different.

The first difference Jack noticed was at the theatre. They were going to see the newest comedy, something they would have normally picked anyways, but Hiccup paid for both tickets. They never bought movie snacks so they took their tickets and walked right into the theatre.

The next difference that Jack noticed was halfway through the movie. They were both really enjoying it, but at one point about halfway through, Hiccup reached out and grabbed Jack's hand, holding it as both of their arms rested on the armrest. Jack actually found it rather pleasant, and he couldn't help but notice the smile on Hiccup's face out of the corner of his eye. And it definitely didn't have to do with the particular scene in the movie.

The last thing that was different from any other night they shared was initiated by Jack. After the movie had finished Hiccup had driven Jack back to his house, and they were standing together on the front porch. They were saying goodnight, and Jack thought back to what he had said to Hiccup earlier that day: "You know, sometimes all you need is twenty seconds of insane courage. Just literally twenty seconds of just embarrassing bravery. And I promise you, something great will come of it." And since Hiccup had taken his twenty seconds of insane courage, Jack figured it was his turn. So just before Hiccup turned to leave, Jack grabbed his hands, pulled him in close, and gave him a goodnight kiss.

And neither of them were happier than in that moment.


	14. Quote 4

**June 24 2014**

**Prompt: "Why are you trying so hard to fit in when you were born to stand out?" - What a Girl Wants**

**Modern AU**

* * *

><p>Sometimes it is amazing how two people's opinions on the same thing can vary so drastically. To one person, it is a curse, while the other finds it to be one of the most amazing things they have seen on a long time. And never had Jack and Hiccup had more varying opinions than when Hiccup caught a glimpse of Jack's partially undyed hair.<p>

At first he had thought that maybe Jack had actually dyed it the snow white for a change, potentially to let out some form of post teenager rebellion he didn't know he had in him, but then he realized that the colour was at the roots and not the tips. It hadn't bed dyed; it had grown in that colour. At that point Hiccup's expression changed to pure awe and wonder. The discovery had gone a little something like this:

Hiccup had arrived at Jack's house early that fateful Saturday, arriving to pick up his friend to go see a movie. Due to Hiccup's utter boredom at home, however, he showed up unannounced approximately fourty five minutes earlier than originally scheduled. Jack, being the only one home and not being the kind of person to leave his friend waiting outside the whole time, quickly threw a towel over his head and flew down the stairs to open the door.

"Hiccup! You're early," Jack commented, a twinge of nervousness in his voice.

"Yeah, I was bored at home," Hiccup complained as he walked past Jack and into the Frost residence. "Did you just get out of the shower?"

"What? Oh, uh, yeah, just, you know, my hair hasn't dried yet."

Hiccup was a little skeptical, seeing as Jack was otherwise fully clothed, but he pretended to ignore the point. At least until Jack continued.

"I'm just going to go upstairs and finish up. I'll be down soon."

Wordlessly, and thinking he was being funny, Hiccup spun around and snatched the towel that was only loosely draped over Jack's head. Jack immediately let out a noise of complaint, but when he realized Hiccup had whipped the towel away too fast his hands immediately went up to cover his hair. Unfortunately his hands weren't big enough to cover his whole head.

Hiccup sat there for a moment, expression changing from confusion to shock to awe, but not a word passed his lips. Jack knew he was busted and let out a small groan.

"Jack, how long has your hair been white?" Hiccup asked, unable to tear his eyes away from the pure white follicles on Jack's head.

"Yeah yeah, let the jokes begin," Jack said with a sense of exasperation. "Hey grandpa, how old are you really," Jack sarcastically mocked himself as he waved his hands in the air.

"What jokes?" Hiccup asked. "This is amazing!"

"No, it's really not. It's a curse," Jack stated, mild irritation setting in. He immediately snatched the towel out of Hiccup's hand and folded it over his arm. There was no point in putting it back on his head now.

"Well I think it's amazing," Hiccup said matter-of-factly. "But seriously, how come you've let so much show?"

"The store ran out of my colour of dye for a few weeks in a row. That's why I've been wearing hats so much recently."

Hiccup thought for a moment before he wondered aloud, "How long has it been like this?"

"Ever since I was born."

Hiccup wasn't sure if he should be hurt by that. They had been friends nearly fifteen years, almost three quarters of their lives, and he had never known about this. But he decided to let it slide for now in order to help clear up his curiosity.

"But why have you been dying it?"

Jack sighed and resigned himself to having to tell Hiccup the whole story now. He assumed it would have come eventually, but he wished it would have been on his own terms, rather than like this. Getting ready to explain Jack walked over to the nearby chair and sat down, Hiccup mimicking him by sitting on the couch beside.

"Before we met in SK, I had gone to JK at another school. There I still had my white hair. But the teachers looked at me funny, and within the first few days I had kids asking me about my hair. That alone made me uncomfortable enough, but in the playground after that some of the older kids started to point and laugh and make fun of me too. They called me names and it really hurt. I came home so upset that my parents let me start dying my hair to a normal colour. I picked brown because it was the most common colour I could think of. That way no one could make fun of me for my hair colour again."

Hiccup had to admit, he as partially shocked that Jack had let that experience carry with him for his entire life. Jack was such a strong person; who knew that something so small could get to him for so long.

"Jack," Hiccup comforted, "That was so many years ago. People have changed. Now this would be considered cool and amazing. Why don't you give it a shot? Let people see your real hair."

"I can't," Jack said, looking away. "It'll just be history repeating itself. I just want to be normal."

"You're joking, right?" Hiccup scoffed. "Look at us Jack, we aren't normal. The two of us, we don't fit in with any clique at school. We aren't nerds, we aren't jocks, and we aren't popular. As hard as we may try, we will never be normal. People already look at us differently anyways."

"And isn't it bad enough without this getting out there too?" Jack interjected.

"Why are you trying so hard to fit in when you were born to stand out?" Hiccup asked, starting to get mildly annoyed that Jack couldn't understand that things were different now than they were in kindergarten. "And you were _literally_ born to stand out with hair like that. Just please, let it show. Just for one day at school."

"Why Hic? What goal will this achieve? What purpose will it serve? What reason do I have to put myself out on the line like this?"

"Because I'm asking you to try something new."

Jack sighed in defeat. He knew that he wasn't going to win against Hiccup when it came to this matter.

"I have two conditions."

"Anything," Hiccup said, immediately perking up at having won the argument.

"One, after one full school day, I am allowed to dye it back to brown if I so choose."

"Alright, what's number two?"

"That if anyone makes fun of me or tries to bring it up, you have to back up my story that I dyed it white for one day because I lost a bet with you."

"That's it? Deal!" Hiccup said excitedly. "Now hurry up and get ready, we have a movie to get to!"

"It doesn't start for another hour and a half. And we're ten minutes from the theatre," Jack deadpanned.

"Details," Hiccup said as he waved his hand as if to dismiss the comment. "Hurry up."

As Jack ran back upstairs without another word, Hiccup flipped on the television. He was quite proud of himself; he just hoped that Jack would be able to be proud of himself too.


	15. Quote 5

**June 25 2014**

**Prompt: "Excuse me, barmaid! I'm afraid you brought me the wrong offspring! I ordered an extra-large boy with beefy arms, extra guts and glory on the side. This here, this is a talking fishbone!" - HtTYD**

**Modern AU**

* * *

><p>Jack absolutely could not believe he had let Anna talk him into this. He had done a lot of crazy things just to get her off his back, but speed dating? This was a whole new level. And quite frankly, he was ready to kill her. How had she even found a speed dating event for gay guys? If she hadn't driven him to the place personally he would have backed out, but since he was already there he figured he may as well just try it out.<p>

He had been at this place, some bar on the east side of town, for nearly an hour, but the way the night had been going it felt like days should have passed. He had spoken to over thirty guys, none of which had been even remotely interesting, and a few of which had been insanely creepy. He wouldn't be surprised if he had been scarred for life just looking at that guy who looked like he belonged in KISS. And to make matters worse, he was one of the people that stayed at the same table the whole night while everyone else rotated. He had literally been stuck in that same spot. He wondered why he hadn't bothered to leave yet.

After guy thirty one moved on at the sound of the bell, Jack decided it was time to leave. Clearly nothing good was going to come from tonight. Besides, there were only like five more guys before he would have seen everyone, and what were the odds that one of them would pique his interest?

As he pushed his chair back to get up he found out that apparently the chances were pretty good, seeing as a rather attractive guy just sat down on the chair opposite him. Jack immediately noticed the intriguing green colour of his eyes, as well as how his medium length auburn hair seemed to stay perfect regardless of how he moved.

"Oh, were you going to leave?" The stranger asked in a mildly nasally voice.

"No, not at all," Jack responded, attempting to cover up the fact that that was indeed what he had intended to do. "My name is Jack."

Before the stranger had the chance to respond, the buzzer indicating the start of their two minute session beginning rang. They had both glanced over at the source of the noise for some unknown reason, but quickly faced each other once more.

"Hiccup. It's nice to meet you."

"Wow, that's an interesting name," Jack commented, speaking quickly so that he could actually try to fit in as much as he could into the two minutes.

"It's a family thing. Where I'm from all the runts are named Hiccup." Hiccup had also spoken quickly, a sign that Jack found mildly promising.

"Where is that?"

"Scandinavia."

"Which part?"

"Just some unheard of island."

"Try me," Jack challenged, cocking an eyebrow.

"Berk."

"I've heard of that."

"Liar," Hiccup lightheartedly accused.

"Near the Faroe Islands. Used to be the home of a legendary Viking tribe. Apparently they had dragons," Jack stated matter-of-factly.

Hiccup had to admit, he was impressed. No one had ever heard of Berk. So naturally that raised the question, "How did you know that?"

"My last name is Frost. So I'm named like the winter spirit. I've been interested in that legend my whole life, and I've done some research. The legend is believed to potentially have Norse origins, so I did some research. Berk may have crossed my path a few times," Jack shrugged. "But I have to admit," Jack continued, leaning forward and putting some weight on the table, "You don't exactly look like you come from Viking origins."

"Yeah, I get that a lot," Hiccup admitted, relaxing into his chair. "It's because I'm so skinny, right?"

"That may have had something to do with it," Jack smiled.

"Well according to my uncle when I was born the first thing my dad said was, 'Excuse me, barmaid! I'm afraid you brought me the wrong offspring! I ordered an extra-large boy with beefy arms, extra guts and glory on the side. This here, this is a talking fishbone!'"

"Wait, you were born in a bar? And the barmaid delivered you?" Jack asked, astounded.

"Yup, and actually, it was this bar. And by the looks of it," Hiccup started as he glanced around the table to look at Jack's chair, "It was your exact chair."

Hiccup couldn't stop laughing as Jack immediately jumped up, knocking the chair backwards. When he did manage to catch his breath, he continued.

"Kidding! Wow, you should have seen your face! But he just said that because he may or may not have had a few to drink before the birth."

"Not cool man," Jack said before he sat back down in his now upright chair, clearly still focused on the first part of the sentence.

Before anything else could be said, the bell signalling the end of the two minutes rang. Hiccup actually looked kind of sad, but as he stood up he asked, "Could I get your number? So I can message you later?"

Jack pondered the question for just a moment before he smiled and replied, "I have a better idea. Let's get out of here and go somewhere where we'll have longer than two minutes."

"Are you sure?" Hiccup asked, very much hoping Jack was serious.

"Yeah, let's go." As they grabbed their jackets, Jack piped up saying, "But I don't have a car so it'll have to be somewhere close."

"Don't worry," Hiccup replied before pulling a set of car keys out of his pocket and spinning them around his finger. "I got this."

As they walked out to the parking lot, Jack's jaw nearly dropped as he saw the car Hiccup was unlocking. It was a brand new, completely black, Audi R8. Jack actually stopped in his tracks and stared at Hiccup for a moment. How could a twenty something year old afford this?

"Jack, meet Toothless. Don't ask."

As Jack watched Hiccup get in, he thought to himself that with a car like this, it didn't matter what it was called. He quickly scrambled to get himself into the passenger seat without too much of a delay.

"So, where should we go?" Hiccup pondered aloud as he pulled out of the parking space, opening the discussion for suggestions.

Before Jack could even open his mouth, his stomach grumbled. It was then that he realized he hadn't eaten dinner yet.

"I haven't eaten yet either," Hiccup cracked, causing Jack's cheeks to redden for just a moment. "I know this great little place; it's about five minutes from here."

"I'll trust you then," Jack said as Hiccup took a sudden left onto the main road.

Hiccup turned on the radio, and as the sound of the soft music filled the car, Jack realized something: he had found someone interesting at the speed dating event. He had told Anna he wouldn't, and then he did.

Jack immediately resolved that if things ever got serious between them, Anna would never be allowed to know the truth; she would never let him live it down.


	16. Quote 7

**June 27 2014**

**Prompt: "I'm with you to the end of the line." - Captain America**

* * *

><p>Jack knew of the pain of losing a loved one. He had heard of it, seen families emotionally torn apart by it, but he had never experienced it himself. That is, until now.<p>

Jack watched as the ship they had sent Hiccup's body off in burned, sitting on the top of a cliff a little outside of the village. He did not cry, but instead kept his sadness in. He could not seek solace with the others in the village, as even with all of Hiccup's efforts, no one ever saw him.

Yet that didn't keep Hiccup away. Their friendship did not dwindle just because he alone could see the winter spirit. Known only to Hiccup and Jack himself, Jack had been there at all of Hiccup's major milestones throughout his life. And it was now that Jack thought back to a few of those moments.

There was the first time Hiccup had met Jack. He remembered it like it had been just yesterday:

_Hiccup had been just a child at the time, and he had run off into the forest to get away from the village for a while. Jack had only been alerted to the then four year olds presence by the sound of mild sobbing. Curious, Jack investigated. _

_He found Hiccup sitting in a clearing, sobbing to himself. He walked up slowly to the boy, wishing he could solace the boy, but at the time he didn't know the boy would be able to see him. He'd found out by accident too. As he stepped closer, he'd accidentally sent a chill towards the boy, causing him to shiver ever so slightly under his tunic. _

_"Sorry," Jack muttered absentmindedly._

_"Who's there?" Hiccup immediately responded, tears stopping and a sense of fear taking over. He scrambled to his feet, eyes locking on Jack almost immediately. "Who are you?"_

_Jack was shocked, but he managed to get out, "You can see me?"_

_"Yeah," Hiccup said, mildly confused, "Should I not be able to?"_

_"Well, I don't know," Jack replied, rubbing the back of his head. "It's just, no one has ever seen me before. I'm invisible."_

_"I know the feeling," Hiccup retorted. Wanting to quell his curiosity from earlier and not really wanting to continue along the current path of conversation, Jack changed the subject._

_"So why are you out here all alone?"_

_"I messed up and everyone got mad. Just like they always do. So I wanted to leave for a while," Hiccup sighed._

_"Couldn't you go to your friends?"_

_"I-I don't have any."_

_That broke Jack's heart. A child so young needed friends. How could there be not one other child on the village willing to be his friend? Jack's thoughts were interrupted when Hiccup spoke once more._

_"Will you be my friend?"_

_The question had caught Jack a little off guard, seeing as he had never really had a friend himself either. Not that he was considering saying no, but when he looked at the hope in the small boy's eyes he knew it would be impossible to refuse. And so Jack agreed._

_"Of course, we'll be the best friends ever," Jack smiled._

_"For forever?" Hiccup asked, hopeful. There was a sparkle in his eyes Jack didn't want to ever see go away._

_"I'm with you to the end of the line," Jack replied._

* * *

><p>Then Jack remembered a time a few years later, when he was forced to leave Berk for a few months straight. MiM was finally talking to him again, and of course the first thing he had done was ask for a favour. Jack remembered Hiccup had been on the verge of tears:<p>

_"But how long are you going to be gone for?" Hiccup asked, water starting to gather in the corners of his eyes._

_"Not sure Hic. Could be a few months. But I need to do this. I can't really explain it, and for that I'm sorry." Jack's own mood became even more downcast here, and that was a feeling he most definitely did not enjoy._

_"But you'll be back, right?" Hiccup asked as he started to cry._

_"Of course," Jack smiled. "I'll always be back. I'm with you to the end of the line."_

* * *

><p>The next memory Jack was brought to was the first time Hiccup had come to him after Astrid had rejected him. Hiccup had been in his early teens at the time, and he had been rather heartbroken. He knew he hadn't had much of a chance going in, but he had still put his heart and soul into it. Jack remembered how long it had taken to comfort him:<p>

_"Hey, it's ok, there'll be more chances. You have your whole life ahead of you!" Jack attempted to comfort as Hiccup just sat on the ground, picking at the grass. Hiccup had been wordless for over an hour, and Jack was beginning to feel concerned, as well as a little hurt from being ignored._

_"She'll never want me," Hiccup sighed, defeated. "But did she really have to be so rude about it? I mean she literally laughed in my face."_

_"Well it's her loss. You'd be a great boyfriend. In fact, Hiccup, would you like to go out with me?" Jack joked, extending a hand and bowing over dramatically in front of Hiccup._

_"Why Jack, what would the neighbours think?" Hiccup joked back. They continued on like that for quite some time before their cheeks were sore with laughter._

_"Thanks for cheering me up Jack. You're an amazing friend. I appreciate you being there for me."_

_"Hey," Jack smiled, "I'm with you to the end of the line."_

* * *

><p>The next memory Jack had was the closest he had ever come to losing Hiccup. He had been away for another two month period, and when he returned to Berk the first thing he saw was Hiccup being carried back to his house, body limp, and without his left leg:<p>

_Jack immediately became numb and dizzy, his head spinning with how fast his mind was going. When Jack finally managed to control himself long enough to do some detective work, he learned that Hiccup had almost singlehandedly ended the war with the dragons, and had defeated the queen dragon. He also learned the story behind Toothless, overhearing bits and pieces here and there from conversations that villagers had been having._

_Jack immediately blamed himself for not being there. He could have helped. And while no one may have seen him, he sat near Hiccup's bed the entire time he was out. Apparently Toothless could see him, and so Jack had used the time to get to know Hiccup's dragon. _

_But every night, before he went to sleep, Jack whispered, "I'll be right here when you wake up Hic. I'm with you to the end of the line."_

* * *

><p>While all of the other memories that had passed through Jack's mind had been significant, potentially the most important one had to be Hiccup's wedding. After all, Jack had saved the day:<p>

_"Jack, I'm nervous," Hiccup repeated for what had to be the fiftieth time as he paced the room in his wedding garments._

_"Don't be," Jack calmly replied as he sat in the corner, twirling his staff. "Everything will be fine."_

_"But what if it's not?" Hiccup snapped. "What if she changed her mind? What if something goes wrong, like we get invaded in the middle of the ceremony?"_

_"It's just nerves," Jack soothed. "Now we'd better get going or we're going to be late."_

_As they walked to the cove, where the ceremony was set to take place, Jack had to help keep Hiccup balanced. With most of his attention on his wedding jitters, there wasn't much left for watching where he stepped. But eventually, they made it with Hiccup (miraculously) in one piece. _

_Then, as Astrid appeared, all colour drained from Hiccup's face. She was beautiful, that wasn't the problem, but suddenly Hiccup felt insanely hot and like he was going to pass out. Fortunately Jack was there to save the day as Hiccup's personal air conditioner. _

_"Thanks Jack, for helping today," Hiccup whispered just before Astrid entered earshot. _

_"No problem," Jack replied with a bow, "I'm with you to the end of the line."_

* * *

><p>Jack decided to stop his trip down memory lane there, before it got any worse. He had truly been with Hiccup to the end of the line, he had just wished the end of the line would've waited longer. As he stood up and turned to leave, he bumped into Toothless sitting right behind him. Toothless must've just arrived, and he was smiling which confused Jack, but he just shrugged it off.<p>

"Oh, hey Toothless." Jack commented. "I bet you miss him too. I wish he was still here."

Then, from off to the side came a voice saying, "Who says I'm not?"

Jack whipped his head around so fast he was amazed he didn't hurt himself. But when his eyes landed on their target, they were greeted with a twenty year old Hiccup, standing with his hands on his hips and looking over at Jack.

"But…what… who… how?" Jack sputtered, unable to form a coherent sentence in his amazement.

Hiccup patted Toothless on the head before walking up to Jack and giving him a hug. As he pulled away, he said, "I'm your friend, Jack. And I'm with you to the end of the line."

* * *

><p><strong>I know it's a day early but I won't have internet tomorrow. So enjoy a day early!<strong>


	17. Assassins AU

**December 15 2014**

**Prompt: Assassins AU**

**...**

Jack moved the black sleeve covering his watch, checking how much longer he could expect to be waiting on that rooftop. He knew that the all black outfit was highly stereotypical, but it did help him blend quite nicely into the night. The digital face of his watch read 6:39, meaning that he still had about another six minutes to wait before his target was expected to be in position. He tucked the black sleeve under his black glove, covering his pale skin and causing himself to blend into the night once more.

Jack sighed as he looked through the sight of his sniper rifle. While these types of hits were easier to execute and safer to his personal being, he sort of liked the thrill of an up close and personal assassination. The adrenaline racing though his veins, the military precision of every turn, it was something he enjoyed and he couldn't explain why. It was almost like a game. But, he did whatever the computer told him to do.

The computer was how he got his messages and his targets. It wasn't a full computer, but rather a screen set up in his living room. To visitors he passed it off as a second screen for his computer. Occasionally it would make a noise and information would pop up, giving a target, their picture, where the assassination was to happen, when it was to happen, and how it was to be executed. It was basically planned out for him, but Jack always made sure to add a personal touch: he left a greeting card of sorts behind with every hit. He wasn't sure why he did it and after all of this time he didn't even remember how it started, but at the scene of every murder he left a blue paper snowflake the size of his palm. There was no writing on it, nor was it ever left in any specific location. It was like his signature.

Jack had been daydreaming for longer than he had thought, and his watched beeped indicating it was one minute until go time. He made sure his sight was aligned one last time, checked the wind speed, and made sure there was no one around him. Sure enough, right as his watch switched to 6:45, the target entered his view. Sometimes Jack wondered how his employer, as he had come to call him, knew all of the information he did, but he didn't question it. He just pulled off the job as per the instructions, went home, and saw the bank transfer confirmation on the screen. He had learned to stop questioning it, especially after he had received a threating message one time when trying to track where the messages came from.

Jack took a deep breath, and then he took the shot. His target dropped like a house of cards after a gust of wind, and Jack immediately started packing up; he knew that the sooner he left the better. The first time he had taken a moment to enjoy the satisfaction of a job well done he had learned to regret it, nearly getting busted. He had mastered the art of packing up and leaving, getting his 'clean up time' down to less than half a minute.

Jack made his way down the elevator of the building he had been on the roof of, and as he descended he could only imagine the panic that was occurring in the building across the street. It was exactly two minutes after the trigger had been pulled when he arrived at his car, and he took off as quickly as he could. He was three blocks away before he heard any sirens, and they didn't even pass him until he had gone two more blocks.

Jack held his breath, a nervous habit he had whenever the authorities passed him. It was something that happened even when he hadn't done a job, but he couldn't help himself. It seemed natural that someone in his occupation would be nervous around the cops, and fortunately he hadn't had to deal with them yet. If he couldn't fix it now, he knew he would never be able to.

Jack arrived home at his single detached brick home in the inner suburbs nearly ten minutes later, returning his sniper rifle to its place and checking the computer screen. Sure enough there was a bank transaction number flashing on the screen, indicating that the funds had been deposited to his account. Seeing as there were currently no other hits waiting, Jack decided to make his way to bed. Killing took a lot out of a person.

...

When Jack woke up, it was to the sound of the computer dinging downstairs. He hadn't expected another job to come in so soon; normally there were several days between them. Not one to turn down money, however, Jack made his way downstairs to the computer. Glancing over the screen, he learned he only had a few hours until hit time. Four in the afternoon was earlier than most hits, but Jack wasn't going to question the amount of money flashing on the screen.

Jack glanced at his watch, discovering it was already a little past noon. He couldn't believe he had slept that long, but he had no time to think about that now; he had a hit to prepare for.

It was an active hit, and as such it came with a sequence of events he could expect. Jack was excited by this one, thinking to himself how exactly he would pull off this hit. He came up with a plan as he showered and got dressed, planning everything from his movements to his weapon. He decided to go with a silenced hand gun from across the room. It was not as involved as other methods, but after Jack's research on the location and the information he had been provided, he had determined that it was the best option.

The location of the hit was in the furthest possible suburb, so Jack left as soon as he could. The drive was an hour without traffic, and being late was not an option for people in his field. He arrived at the museum half an hour before the hit and he made his way inside. 'Security' was not an issue with his concealed weapon, but now he needed to spend the time to pick the best vantage point.

Jack had mastered the art of looking inconspicuous. No one gave him a second glance as he looked for a spot from which to shoot, and just before his deadline time he found one. It was on the second floor, right above the main courtyard where his target would be located. There was an exit nearby that he could leave through, and the hallway was not heavily travelled by patrons.

Jack checked his watch and pressed the buttons that would wirelessly jam the security cameras. Sure they could prove that he was at the museum, but they would never be able to prove that it was him that pulled the trigger. It was an extremely useful little device, one that Jack had searched high and low to find. It really was amazing what (and who) you could find on the internet.

He saw the target walk in through the front doors, and Jack prepared himself. He left his weapon concealed, only willing to take it out at the proper moment. He watched his target walk around the museum, occasionally talking to his associates or the staff member that escorted him around. Jack was preparing to take the shot, but he never got the chance.

Jack was shocked when his target collapsed, causing an eruption of screams from bystanders. Jack looked around to determine what had happened, and he saw someone heading out of the museum. He was walking a little too fast to be normal, and that raised every flag in Jack's mind. Deciding to ignore the fact that his hit had been stolen from right under him, a first for the entire seven years Jack had been in this business. Jack quickly followed the man in order to find out what was going on.

Jack watched the male pass through the front doors to the museum, but when Jack passed through them himself his target was already gone. Jack looked around but saw nothing. Looking down, however, he found a small paper dragon curving its body to form a circle. Flipping it over the back was plain with no writing. It was black and very dangerous looking, and it made Jack realize: he had just found the other assassin's calling card.

...

Jack was pissed to say the least. Not only had someone stolen his job, not only was someone else using the calling card idea (which was his idea in the first place), but now Jack was staring at a screen telling him that he wouldn't be paid because it was not he who completed the job. He had never seen that message before, and he never intended to see it again. He had gotten a quick look at the backside of the other assassin, and if Jack ever saw that mop of brown hair again there would be consequences.

It was three days until Jack's next job, and he got into position nearly an hour early. Today was another active kill, and Jack wanted to make sure that his hit went off perfectly. Today he brought a knife rather than a gun, intending to throw if from a few feet away directly into his future victim's brain.

Jack's senses rose as the time approached, checking every corner of the ball room for the head of hair that he had seen last time. It was nowhere to be found, and Jack smiled to himself; this time he would get his kill. When his target arrived, Jack watched her circle the room several times. Finally she was left alone for a few seconds near the buffet table, and Jack saw his chance. He placed his hand on his knife, but before he could draw it his target screamed; she had a knife planted directly in her chest. Jack didn't need to see it for very long to know it was a fatal blow, and he mentally cursed himself. How had yet another job been stolen from him? In seven years it had never happened, and now it had happened twice in one week! He hadn't even seen the other assassin strike.

Looking around to see if Jack could spot the assassin, he spotted another one of those black dragon greeting cards. Jack was fuming; of course it was the same guy. How had that guy beaten him to it again? Jack started off in the general direction of the card, and after a moment he saw the mop of brown hair not too far in front of him. He tried to give chase, but the crowds were too heavy. There was more panic this time than others, and Jack couldn't make it fast enough; there were too many people in the way. Jack tried to keep his eyes on his competitor as they moved through the crowds, but as he got tossed around he lost sight of the brunet.

The drive back to Jack's house was silent, even considering he was alone. He didn't turn on the radio, he rejected any phone call he received, and he didn't even hit the horn when someone cut him off on the expressway. He was stewing the whole time, less than impressed that he had come all this way just to be rejected his result and therefore not get paid for it.

It took him over an hour and a half to get home with traffic, and when he got home the zero payment was flashing across his screen just as he had expected. Granted he wasn't desperate for the money, every job paid rather well and Jack always lived well within his means, but the fact that there wasn't something still coming in made him a little uneasy. Jack was convinced that next time, next time he would get that brown haired boy.

...

Jack's next opportunity came over a week later, when the next job came in. He had been beginning to think that he was fired since apparently there was someone who could do his job better than him, and he actually laughed when the sound of his computer dinged. It was another active kill, but it was at a movie theatre which meant that it would be easier for Jack. He could mask gunfire with the sounds of gunfire or explosions in the movie, and any sagging in the seat could be assumed to be boredom or lack of interest leading to sleeping. No one would have any idea until after the move was done, by which point Jack would be long gone.

Jack got to the theatre over an hour early, wanting to scope out the cinema while the lights were still on. He was the first person inside, and from the entryway he saw it was a large cinema with over thirty rows. The screen was at least three storeys tall and the seats were upholstered in a blood red material. It made sense since red was the theatre chain's colour, but Jack couldn't help but smile at the irony. Jack checked his weapon one more time while he was alone before he exited the cinema once more, heading down to the lobby.

There were some tables hidden behind the escalator that allowed people to descend into the lobby from the second floor of auditoriums, and Jack took a seat at one of them. From there he could see the front of the box office line, which he watched carefully for his target. He watched unknown faces pass for over twenty minutes, nearly falling asleep in the process, before he suddenly snapped to attention at the sight of his target.

Jack had picked up on reading lips, having seen so many conversations from a distance, and sure enough the target did indeed buy a ticket to the same showing that he had. Jack watched as she purchased popcorn (adding that disgusting butter that Jack found no need for) and made her way upstairs. He noticed that she was alone, which only made this whole process easier. Jack stood up and followed at a safe distance, wanting to make sure that he got the seat directly behind her.

When Jack got into the cinema, he froze. She was walking up the stairs, and she was near the top. He did not want her sitting in the very back row as it would make his life very difficult. By a stroke of luck she sat in the row second from the back, and Jack breathed a sigh of relief.

He took his seat in the back row and watched the previews. As convenient as it would be for him to take her out now, he at least needed to wait until the movie started. It would be easier to pin the murder on him if he was the only other person in there at the time, plus more people would notice a dead body as they were coming into the theatre.

The theatre filled up slowly, and even as the lights went down people continued to come in. A few moments after the lights went down someone came and sat right next to the target, and Jack internally cursed. There had been so many other seats in the theatre, why had they needed to choose that one? Jack shook his head and determined he would have to go along with this anyways. Perhaps they wouldn't notice, and he would leave the other way.

It was thirty five minutes into the mind-numbingly stereotypical action movie when Jack decided to make his move. He slowly pulled his silenced gun out of his coat, knowing that two explosions were about to come up. He decided he would act on the second.

When the first came, however, Jack noticed something off. His victim let out a muffled sound that most people wouldn't have noticed over the movie, and her head slumped. Almost immediately the person next to her stood up to leave, and when Jack leaned over there was a knife planted firmly in his target's chest with a dragon taped to it. Looking at the departing patron Jack was upset; how had he not recognized that mop of brown hair before then?

Jack stood up and followed the assassin out, keeping his distance until they were outside of the building. He wanted the fewest number of people around for their confrontation; the less of a scene they made the better. Plus something told Jack that the other assassin may not be making it out of their confrontation alive.

"Hey!" Jack called when they were a safe distance away from the building, out of view of any potential security cams. Why the assassin had chosen to park in the furthest corner of the lot was unknown to him, but it made this chance opportune. Jack made sure he kept a pleasant look to avoid suspicion at the moment, but inside he was still fuming

"Hm?" Hiccup said as he turned around, his look of mild confusion turning to a smile when he saw who was catching up to him.

Jack stopped dead in his tracks. The boy was actually gorgeous, and it took him until now to realize that he had never seen his competition from the front before. Large green eyes looked at him from a face littered with freckles, his hair framing his face rather nicely. His teeth were a little off, but it just added to the adorable look of the murderer for hire.

"Can I help you?"

"I'm Jack," Jack introduced, wanting to make sure that Hiccup would let his guard down around the stranger.

"I know. I thought you'd follow me out after I saw you in the theatre. You're an assassin. I'm a huge fan of your work. You actually inspired me to enter the field and to leave those dragons," Hiccup smiled, and Jack was dumbstruck. How on Earth had he known all of that? "I'm Hiccup by the way." Well, since the cat was out of the bag Jack figured he might as well get to the point.

"Well, since you know all that about me, you must know you're stepping in on my business and my hits, and I don't appreciate it."

"Well maybe if you acted a little faster, you'd get there before me," Hiccup said with a wink, and that infuriated Jack even more. Deciding to get straight to the point he pulled out his gun, but by the time it was cocked Hiccup already had the tip of his knife within an inch of Jack's throat.

"Ah ah ah," Hiccup tisked, smiling as he shook his head. "Let's not make any rash decisions here." Jack had to admit, he was impressed with Hiccup's speed and skill. He wondered just how long Hiccup had been in the business.

"Well then how about you stop stepping in on my hits?"

"My computer goes off just like yours," Hiccup said. "I can't help it if we're both being deployed to the same targets."

The hand holding Jack's gun moved slightly, and Hiccup immediately grabbed it and emptied the bullets before tossing it aside. Jack had to admit once again that he was impressed with Hiccup's speed, but he was stupid for throwing the gun away. Jack took a step back and when Hiccup lowered his knife slightly, Jack pulled out his own with a smile.

"Rule number 12, never discard your best weapon," Jack said, charging at Hiccup.

Jack came in hot, his arm slashing downwards, but Hiccup blocked his slash with his left arm. When he saw how close Hiccup's knife was to him he realized that Hiccup was left handed. He made sure to note that in case it came in handy later.

"Rule number 3," Hiccup started, using his other arm to reach and grab Jack's bicep. Hiccup forced his right arm down and his left arm up, causing Jack to scream and drop his knife in the pain of his arm being twisted the wrong way. It fell to the ground and some of the colour drained from Jack's face when he realized his situation. "Know your enemy," Hiccup finished, pulling his arms closer and thereby dragging Jack near flush to his body.

Jack stared into green eyes for just a moment, wondering what would happen, before all of the colour plus some returned to his face. Hiccup leaned in the last little bit and kissed Jack square on the mouth, a simple kiss that lasted only a moment. For some reason, however, it felt like it was so much shorter than it actually was. Hiccup pulled away, and Jack caught himself nearly whimpering at the loss of contact.

_'Where the heck did that come from?' _Jack thought to himself, but it was all he had time for before Hiccup spoke up.

"Hopefully I'll see you around soon. In the meantime, sorry for this," Hiccup apologized as he released Jack. Jack had no time to move before he felt a pinch on his shoulder, and his world went black.

...

When Jack awoke it was nearly an hour later according to his watch. Sitting up Jack discovered he was on the grass median in the parking lot. At least Hiccup had had the courtesy to move him to safety; and not kill him.

Jack made his way to his car and drove straight home, not even turning on the radio. Thoughts of what had happened and thoughts of Hiccup occupied his mind the whole way, and the lack of music filling the car went unnoticed. The sound of rubber on asphalt was enough for him, and when he got home he walked inside slowly.

The first thing that he was greeted to as he opened the door was the sound of the computer ringing with a new job. It was especially odd for it to ring the same day as another hit, but he had also known that he wouldn't arrive to a deposit confirmation either. As he walked to the living room he wondered if Hiccup would already have a head start on this hit too.

Jack walked up to his computer and looked at the new hit information. He started reading from the bottom, eyes attracted to the bottom of the screen before the top due to the stark lack of information. There was no location given, no method, no time, and no day that the job was to be completed; there wasn't even a picture. When Jack finally looked up to the name he did a double take and laughed. There wasn't even a last name, meaning that on the whole screen there was only one piece of information: Hiccup.
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**...**

Jack had been born into his life of servitude; it was the only thing he knew. Both of his parents had been servants to the Pharaoh, and as such Jack was to become one as well when he was born. All his life he had been fetching this or doing that under some indirect order from his highness. Even after the plague had whipped through the land and claimed the lives of both of his parents and his sister, nothing changed.

He remembered his parents getting sick first, slowly dying before his and his sister's eyes. It was one of the most horrible sights one could ever be subjected to, and as their parents died knowing there was nothing that could be done, Jack's sister had picked up the disease. He didn't know how, but watching his little sister had been worse for Jack than watching his parents die.

It started off with the cough, and Jack tried to deny it. But when the fever and weakness came in, that was when Jack's hope started to dissipate. The sores and weakness confirmed his suspicion, and he did all that he could to make sure that his little sister's last weeks among the living would be well worth it. He brought friends and they played music for her, they told her jokes, anything to distract her from her damning disease. When they day finally came where she never woke up from her slumber, Jack had been a wreck. Everyone he shared quarters with had told him to stay home that day to mourn, and they all covered for him at the worksite. He was still eternally grateful to them for that.

How Jack had gone from being a servant being worked to the bone out in the fields to a servant ensconced in the walls of the palace doing the personal bidding of his highness, Jack would never understand. Well he did know why, but it still seemed surreal to him. Pharaoh Hiccup always kept a few servants closer than others to do his personal bidding, but Jack never imagined he would be asked to join that elite brigade.

But it was not only the work that changed when Jack had earned his 'promotion', it was everything. He put on weight from the better nourishment (although he was still rather skinny), he slept in larger quarters with fewer other slaves inside the palace with real bedding, and he was only required to work when he was needed or requested. Part of him felt guilty for leaving the others behind, but he knew there was nothing he could do; he couldn't get all of them into a life like this.

As Jack fanned Pharaoh Hiccup, he thought back to the sequence of events that had gotten them there.

...

_Jack had been assigned to construction duty that day, and of course it felt like one of the hottest days of the year. The sun was scorching, the desert sands burned underfoot, there was not a cloud in the sky, and Jack could feel himself baking alive. But he never complained at the risk of being whipped or killed by his superiors. _

_"Look! The Pharaoh is approaching!" one of Jack's fellow workers stated, pointing off into the distance. Sure enough, in the distance, the Pharaoh's convoy could be seen approaching. It wouldn't be noticeable yet to those lower on the structure, but as Jack was presently near the top of the pyramid they were constructing for the Pharaoh's recently deceased father, he could see quite a distance._

_"Pharaoh Hiccup," one snorted, "What kind of name is that?" They kept their voices hushed, knowing that mocking the Pharaoh's name was an offense that could be punishable by death, but many of the servants couldn't help it; it was such a peculiar name._

_Jack and his fellow haulers had reached the bottom of the pyramid right as the convoy started to arrive at the base of the pyramid. Jack saw Pharaoh Hiccup get out of his caravan, and he took a moment to take in the sight of the Pharaoh. He had never seen him before and, Jack had to admit, he looked quite interesting. He was about as tall as Jack with long, dark brown hair. He was skinny like Jack as well (which was odd considering he must eat extremely well as a Pharaoh) and around the same height. Why he chose to keep his hair long was something Jack couldn't fathom; he would kill to cut his hair off but he didn't have the proper instruments to do so, and so he was left to sweat under the white mop of hair on his head. _

_The Pharaoh turned and noticed Jack, who immediately looked away and got back to work. The last thing he wanted at the moment was to be accused of slacking off. He got into position next to the large slab of stone, this time taking his place at the front of the line of men pulling the large chunk of stone. As they approached the ramp up to the top, however, they were stopped as the Pharaoh stood in front of them. None of the men complained at the opportunity for a break, but as the fates would have it, it wouldn't be that simple or uneventful._

_The next part was especially clear in Jack's memory. He distinctly remembered the sound of three whips, four pained screams, and the sound of stone rubbing on stone at an alarmingly fast rate. He also remembered glancing up and seeing that the slab of stone in front of them falling back down the ramp directly towards them._

_"Look out!" someone had screamed from behind Jack, and while everyone at the bottom had jumped out of the way, Pharaoh Hiccup appeared to be frozen in place. Jack didn't feel like he was in control of his actions at the time, but he jumped into action and pulled the Pharaoh back from the path of the stone. He knew that a slave touching the Pharaoh could be punished with death, but that didn't stop him and he figured they might make an exception in this case._

_What Jack hadn't anticipated, however, was that Pharaoh was heavier than expected. For a skinny man he weighed more than he looked. Jack didn't have much energy due to malnourishment, and Hiccup felt like dead weight with the scene unfolding before him and the stone slab getting closer by the second._

_In a sudden surge of adrenaline, Jack used the remainder of his strength to pull the Pharaoh towards him and out of the path of danger. Unfortunately he could only pull so far, and the slab ran right over Pharaoh Hiccup's left leg._

_The Pharaoh screamed in pain, and when everyone snapped back to attention a few seconds later, two things happened: half of the guards rushed over to the Pharaoh and carried him back to his caravan, while the other half immediately took Jack and tied his hands. He gave his fellow servants a desperate look, but none of them were willing to return his gaze. _

_They walked for hours, the sand still hot and the sun still boiling. Screams of pain from the Pharaoh's shaded seat had stopped, but Jack couldn't see what was going on. He could only assume that the pain had rendered his highness unconscious. Jack took in his surroundings as he walked and he noticed that the guards and the camels were all carrying water bottles, yet he was never offered a sip. Even the slaves building the pyramids were given water breaks, but apparently with wherever they were taking him he was not given such a courtesy. _

_It was an hour later that they reached the palace, and while the caravan went in the main entrance, Jack and his two guards turned right and entered another. He was brought down a set of stone stairs and into what he discovered to be a jail. Panicking Jack started to squirm, but his malnourished and weak muscles were nothing compared to those of the guards; they probably didn't even realize he was resisting. He was thrown into a cell and left there, entirely alone. _

_Jack was in the cell for four days, and he wondered what was going on. He was still alive, odd for someone who would be put to death, and he was being fed and given water on a regular basis. Compared to the slave work he was used to, this was akin to being royalty! It was near nightfall on the fourth day that he was claimed from his cell by a guard and brought upstairs once more._

_Jack took in all of the sights as he was marched down the ornate halls, lined with stone murals adorned with gems and stone floors. He realized part way along that his hands were not bound which was an odd, yet promising, sign._

_Finally, Jack was stopped in front of a massive door that was being guarded by two other guards. They opened the door slowly, and the only thing Jack could see in the massive room on the other side was a large bed. It looked plush, covered in blankets and pillows, something Jack had never thought he would actually get to see in his life. He had heard of these things but never seen them himself._

_The guard that had escorted him pushed him forward, but did not follow him into the room. The other two closed the doors behind him, also not entering. Jack stood there confused before he heard a weak voice come from the bed._

_"Approach."_

_Jack walked slowly towards the unknown voice, and as he approached he discovered that in the bed was none other than Pharaoh Hiccup. Jack got within a few steps before he stopped and kneeled, causing Hiccup to laugh._

_"There is no need for such formalities for you. Tell me, what is your name?"_

_"Jack," Jack replied, his voice slightly shaky, before quickly adding a, "Your highness." Hiccup laughed weakly once again._

_"Please, when it is just us alone, call me Hiccup." The statement and the permission threw Jack off a little, but he snapped back to attention when Hiccup continued. "You saved my life Jack. I am in great debt to you. You risked punishment to save me." Jack said nothing, fearing he might make the Pharaoh mad by interrupting, and so Hiccup continued. "As such, I would like to reward you."_

_Jack stood up at this, shocked by the statement. Had he heard right?_

_"I apologize you were kept in the cells for several days, but I wanted to keep you here and safe. I have been in and out of consciousness quite a bit these past few days, but I think I may finally be healing properly. I hope you forgive me for keeping you in the dark."_

_"Of course. And I'm glad to hear that your high-Hiccup," Jack said, trying out the new name on his tongue. It still felt odd, but he'd get used to it. It was then that it hit him that Hiccup had said he could call him that whenever they were alone. But when would that happen if Jack was in the desert working?_

_"Thank you. Now, Jack, about your reward. Sadly, I cannot give you your freedom; our laws don't allow it and not even I can change that. However, I would like to take you out of the desert and have you come here, to work for me personally. You would reside here in the palace and be under my exclusive instruction. I would also like to extend this offer to your immediate family." Jack was in shock. This was the most amazing offer had had ever heard, however a strong sadness took over as Hiccup spoke his last sentence. Clearly he could tell something was wrong as he prompted, "Why are you sad Jack?"_

_"Oh, well, my family all died a few months ago from the plague that struck this land. I have no one left."_

_"Oh dear, Jack, my deepest sympathies," Hiccup consoled. "My offer still stands for you. I hope that you will consider it."_

_"I would be honoured to accept it," Jack responded without hesitation. While he wouldn't be able to share this opportunity, he knew that it would be an amazing change for himself. This made Hiccup smile, and Jack smiled in turn._

_"Excellent. Tomorrow I shall have the caravan return you to your previous living quarters. You will be allowed to collect any belongings you may have and say goodbye to anyone you so wish. In the meantime, I would love if you could stay for the evening and keep me company. It can get lonely here."_

_"Of course," Jack smiled, immediately kneeling down next to the bed once more._

_"Oh, you may lay on the bed over there if you like," Hiccup said, raising an arm to point at another smaller plush bed only a few metres away. How Jack hadn't seen that before he wasn't sure, but he was more than willing to sit on the edge of it and feel the soft feathers, pillows, and silk blankets. They were like nothing he had ever felt before, and they were amazing._

_"I trust it is comfortable?"_

_"Very much, thank you."_

_"Now Jack, tell me something. How is your hair such a brilliant shade of white?" Jack's hands immediately flew up to his hair, toying with it between his fingers before he answered._

_"It seems to be an odd effect of the sun," Jack replied. "When I was born it was a dark brown, but my time in the sun has turned it white."_

_"Interesting," Hiccup commented. He readjusted slightly and a slight wince crossed his face, immediately causing Jack to jump up and run to his side. _

_"Is everything alright?" _

_"Yes, yes," Hiccup assured. "Just my leg acting up again."_

_"Is it alright?" Jack asked, recalling in his mind that the slab had gone over Hiccup's left leg._

_"Well it's gone, so that's hard to answer," Hiccup said, lifting the blanket to reveal a bloody bandage. Jack had to work to keep his cringe in. "They are making me a fake leg, which I think will be quite interesting to see. I'm fine now though, thank you." Jack returned to his seat on the edge of his bed, watching Hiccup for any further signs of pain._

_The pair continued to talk until Hiccup fell asleep, and Jack too took the chance to get some rest on the incredibly comfy bed. It was the first and most likely last time he would ever rest on such a comfortable surface, and he intended to enjoy it._

_The next morning went exactly as Hiccup had said. The guards brought him back to the desert (except this time he was allowed to ride on camelback rather than walk), he gathered his few belongings, and he said goodbye to the people he knew. He didn't really have friends, many becoming even more distant after the loss of his family, so that part was rather quick. Soon enough he was back on his way to the palace._

_..._

As Jack finished recounting the tale silently in his own head, he couldn't help but smile once more. That was definitely not the last time he had slept on a bed such as the one that night, now having one of his own. Hiccup noticed Jack's smile and piped up himself.

"What is so amusing?" Hiccup asked with a smile of his own.

"Nothing Hiccup. Just recounting some old memories."

"Oh? Which ones?"

"When you invited me to come to the palace."

"Ah yes," Hiccup said, reaching down and touching the fake leg that had been made for him. Jack had learned soon after he had received it that Hiccup actually was quite good with tools, making several modifications of his own to make it more accommodating.

Their conversation was interrupted when another one of Hiccup's personal slaves, Rapunzel, entered the room. Jack had originally thought his and Hiccup's hair had been long, eventually finding out that in the palace it was cooler and therefore it not such a big deal, but Rapunzel's hair was off the charts. Had she not braided it it would most definitely reach the floor. Jack had grown to become friends with the girl, and he gave her a small smile.

"Your highness, here is the water you asked for," she said, bringing forward the jug.

"Thank you Rapunzel, just leave it on the table. Would you go help Merida please?"

"Of course Pharaoh," she responded before making her way out, giving a small wave to Jack as she left. When the door was closed Hiccup reached over to the water jug and took a sip. When he swallowed he turned to Jack, offering him some by shaking it in his direction.

"Thank you," Jack said as he took a small sip and returned the jug to the table. He resumed fanning but did want to ask a question. "Hiccup, if I may ask you a question?"

"Of course," Hiccup smiled, facing the white haired boy.

"Why do you treat me differently than the others? You send them all off on tasks, yet you always keep me with you. You allow me to call you Hiccup, while Rapunzel, Merida, Toothiana, and Aster call you 'Your Highness' or 'Pharaoh'. To what do I owe the honour?"

Hiccup sat up and tapped the spot next to him, offering Jack a seat. Jack sat down and looked over at Hiccup expectantly.

"Jack, you're different. I noticed that from the day I first saw you. I noticed you looking over at me, and I couldn't help but look back. There was something about you that attracted my eye. You're funny and interesting and, well, I kind of like you."

Jack was dumbfounded. Of all the people Hiccup had to choose from, he wanted him? Why?

"Hiccup, I'm flattered, but don't you have to pick a wife eventually and conceive an heir?"

"All in due time I suppose, but just because I will need a woman to bear my heir that does not mean that I will truly love her or be interested in her," Hiccup said, moving a little closer to Jack. He felt an arm rest over his shoulders, and he blushed a little. "But tell me, Jack, now that I have said this, are my feelings for you returned or is this endeavor fruitless? And no matter what your answer please know that nothing will change."

In any normal situation what Jack did next would have had him killed on the spot by any guard. Jack nodded slightly as he leaned in close and kissed Hiccup.
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**...**

Jack sighed as he flew. He had finally finished his horrible trek across the equator, fleeing the southern hemisphere in favour of the north as spring started to encroach. The melting of the snow was his cue to leave, and it had started even earlier than normal this year. Normally he was fine with a little heat but when it comes for that long and with that intensity it made him more than a little dizzy sometimes. The problem was that it was still fairly warm across the world, and Jack was pushed to the polar region. Granted he could go and visit North, but he didn't want to impose and be there constantly while he waited for winter to take over from autumn.

He flew approximately along the 74th parallel, south of Svalbard but north of mainland Norway. He only knew this from having studied several of North's maps, which he had found quite interesting when he'd discovered them. The world and how large it was never ceased to amaze Jack, which may have explained his fascination for them.

Every day Jack had been flying a little further south, trying to see just how fast winter was coming to different parts of the hemisphere. He couldn't stop himself from smiling when he spotted an island covered in snow; he hadn't even worked his magic and yet nature had beat him to it rather early in the season. It warmed his frozen heart, metaphorically of course.

Jack was about to fly down to the island to check it out when he paused. Thinking back to the maps of the area he had memorized back at the Pole, he didn't recall seeing this island on any of them. It was surprising considering the sheer size of the island, and if he wasn't mistaken he spotted a few houses along one side of the island. If it was inhabited, why wasn't it mapped?

Jack restarted his descent to the island, and when he was only a few hundred metres out he was blindsided by a large, seemingly black blur. He fell about a hundred metres before he caught himself, thanking Moon that he hadn't dropped his staff in the accident. Looking around for what had thrown him off course, he was greeted by the sudden appearance of a large winged creature. Racking his brain he recalled a book in North's library which said that this species of dragon was called a Night Fury.

Jack's jaw opened slightly in amazement, and the dragon cocked its head slightly as if giving a confused look. Jack had never actually seen a dragon before, and to see a Night Fury as his first dragon spotting? They were so rare that many believed them to be extinct.

"Wow, a Night Fury," Jack said softly to himself. "Incredible." Jack raised his hand slowly, reaching to see if he could touch the beast.

**"Do that and lose it,"** the dragon threatened, and Jack nearly fell into a free fall from the sheer shock of it. Had the dragon just spoken?

"Wait, did you just talk?"

**"I'm a dragon. You're a spirit. We can communicate. This concept isn't new," **the dragon informed him using a tone of voice that indicated that Jack probably should have known that.

"Right, sorry. I've never met a dragon before so this is all new to me. I'm Jack," Jack introduced, mentally stopping himself from reaching to shake the dragon's non-existent hand.

**"My rider calls me Toothless,"** the dragon explained, retracting his teeth as if to provide explanation.

"Rider?" Jack asked, confused. He didn't see anyone on top of the dragon, but he did just then take notice of the mechanical tail replacing Toothless' left fin. He flew around to take a look at it, but the dragon spun after a moment to face the spirit once more. "Do they live on that island down there?"

**"Yes; so do I."**

"Do you know why it isn't on any map?"

**"No clue." **Toothless turned as if to head back to the island, but he stopped when Jack spoke up once more.

"Wait! Can I come down with you? I'd love to see the island."

**"Do whatever you want,"** the dragon said as he began his descent, not even turning to look at Jack. Jack shrugged and followed the dragon's path as well as he could. As he descended he wondered if the people on the island would be able to see him. He knew that the people in this part of the world had a form of him in their legends, and clearly this area had long, harsh winters if it was getting snow this early in the season, so he had hope. He landed only a few metres from where the dragon did, but as soon as the dragon had touched down it had run off and tackled someone.

**"Hiccup! What are you doing out of bed? You're sick, you're supposed to be resting!" **Toothless scolded as he poked Hiccup with his nose.

"Hey bud! Good to see you too!" a male voice laughed from under the dragon. It was nasally and a little squeaky, but it sounded like the speaker was older. By the lack of a proper response Jack gathered that this Hiccup person couldn't understand dragons. It made sense since he was human. He also internally chuckled at the name.

"So, I'm going to guess Hiccup is your rider then?" Jack asked Toothless, who turned his head as Hiccup squirmed out from under the beast.

**"Yes; he made the tail for me. Normally he controls it but with him being sick he didn't want me to not be able to fly while he was grounded. So, he attached this one."**

"What are you looking at bud?" the human asked, and Jack's jaw nearly dropped once more. The boy with the nasally voice had finally stood up and Jack got a good look at him. He appeared to be around his age, he had long dark hair with freckles on his cheeks, his left leg was a fake, and he had green eyes that appeared to burrow deep into Jack. Jack had a sudden and very strong desire to get to know the boy better. Jack's hopes were deflated, however, when Hiccup added, "There's nothing there."

Deflated, Jack fell down into a sitting position. He almost thought he caught Toothless giving him a sympathetic look as he followed Hiccup away.

...

Jack stuck around the island for several more days. He wanted to see if anyone on the island would be able to see him. He wanted to try everyone once, but he tried Hiccup at least once per day. With every passing day his hopes got more and more dashed, and Toothless kept giving Jack those sympathetic looks. Yes there were tons of dragons that were (for the most part) very friendly to him, but none of the humans seemed to be able to see him. His last hope was trampled when a couple of kids running through the town ran right through him, causing an extremely cold and empty feeling to rip through his body. He had had to sit down after that one; the feeling of the void combined with the depression of his last hope evaporating was too much for him.

Jack was preparing to leave the island, but before he took off he saw Toothless come around a corner and look right at him. As he walked closer Jack realized that Hiccup wasn't with him, so he paused.

**"Any luck?" **Jack was actually taken aback by the question.

"Why do you care?" Jack asked, and he immediately bore an apologetic look. That had come out with much more poison and bite than he had intended, and he knew that he shouldn't be channeling his anger towards the dragon.

**"Well, I kind of understand what you're feeling. I mean I know what it's like to be isolated. Back before I met Hiccup most of the dragons wanted nothing to do with me. I was alone. It was awful. So why would I let you suffer through what I did without even trying?"**

"Really? Thank you so much," Jack said, laughing softly from happiness.

**"Alright, now let's go try to get Hiccup to see you," Toothless said as he turned and started to walk away.**

"Wait, why so specific?"

**"Please, I saw the way you looked at him. Plus he's the only person on the island you visited more than once. You're clearly into him. I don't know how you want to make that work, but that part will be your problem."**

Jack's cheeks became dusted with a slight pink, which was accentuated by his abnormally pale skin. Fortunately Toothless was facing the other way so no one noticed.

Toothless led the way through the village, many of the villagers giving him gently scratches or petting him as he passed. Jack followed directly behind the dragon, walking in the cleared path so that no one would walk through him. Toothless clearly had no problem with all of the attention he was getting and especially not when one of the villages tossed a fish towards him. He caught it in his mouth and licked his lips after swallowing it, a gentle purr escaping the dragon's throat.

**"What's so funny?"** Toothless asked as they walked, his ears picking up Jack's soft chuckling behind him.

"You know, you remind me of a cat," Jack smiled, shaking his head at his amusement to his own joke.

**"What's a cat?"**

"Never mind," Jack said as they approached the smithy. Jack had learned on one of his attempts to get Hiccup to believe that he worked here, and sure enough the boy lit up at the sight of his dragon.

"Hey bed," Hiccup smiled without stopping his work. Jack watched as Hiccup worked, his arms flexing each time he used the hammer to apply force to the heated metal. It wasn't clear yet what Hiccup was making.

**"Well, try something," **Toothless encouraged after noting that there was no one else around.

"Like what?" Jack questioned, unsure what to do being put on the spot so suddenly.

**"I don't know, isn't that your department?"**

Unsure of what to do, Jack made a perfect snowball and threw it at Hiccup. He realized after he threw it that it probably wasn't the most intelligent (or safe) thing to do, but fortunately Hiccup recovered from the frozen ball's impact without injury.

"Toothless," Hiccup laughed after looking around at who could have thrown it and only finding Toothless. "How in the world did you make a snowball that well?" Toothless raised an eyebrow at Hiccup's serious belief that he would have been able to form a snowball, and Jack face palmed.

"Seriously Hiccup?" Jack asked, knowing perfectly well that he couldn't hear him, but he felt the need to express the sentiment nonetheless. Fortunately his second idea came faster than his first.

Jack walked closer to Hiccup, who was dealing with the fire, and sent an icy breath his way. Being around fire for such a short time wouldn't put Jack in any pain, but he still took a few steps back after that just to be safe. Hiccup shivered at the cold gust, stepping a little closer to the fire.

"Man I hate that this place isn't closed off. I thought the fire would keep it warmer though," Hiccup muttered to himself, and Jack shook his head. When Hiccup's only reaction to another chilly gust was another shiver, Jack gave up on that plan as well.

"Alright," Jack said to himself, trying to get himself pumped up. He really wanted this now. "One more shot." Jack walked over to the counter where the shutters were closed, and he sent a pattern of frost over them. It was intricate and Jack was actually rather proud of his work. Hiccup looked up when he heard the sound of frost forming on the wood, and it caused him to stop working.

Jack stepped aside as Hiccup approached the window, watching the brunet gently run his hand over the detailed lines of his work. Hiccup looked amazed, and when Hiccup turned he look straight towards Jack. Hope built inside Jack's chest until Hiccup spoke.

"Toothless, this is incredible! It's such a cool pattern! What are the odds?" Hiccup asked, and turning around Jack realized he was standing directly between Hiccup and Toothless. He let out a sigh of disappointment before leaving the smithy. Toothless followed him, leaving Hiccup to his amazement and eventual work.

**"Jack, wait!" **Toothless said as the immortal got ready to leave.

"Why?" he asked, looking and feeling deflated after his several failed attempts to get Hiccup to believe in him. Was one person being able to see him too much to ask? "Clearly this isn't going to work."

**"You can't say that yet. I have an idea; let's try it before you leave." **Jack thought over the proposal, and he realized he had nothing to lose (outside another piece of his hopes) and potentially everything to gain if it worked out.

"Fine, one last shot."

...

Toothless had explained the plan, and Jack was ready to act on it. He still wasn't sure how well this would work, but it was his best and only remaining chance. Jack jumped into action as Hiccup retreated to his room after returning from dinner, watching though the open skylight as the boy lay on his bed. Toothless rested on his rock off to the side, glancing up at Jack and nodding. Jack sent a path of frost down through the skylight, fanning it out over Hiccup's head.

"Whoa, bud, are you seeing this?" Hiccup asked when he spotted the frost growing, admiring the pattern once again. "It looks like a similar pattern as earlier today. I wonder what's causing it."

Toothless started to growl in Jack's direction, as they had planned, trying to get Hiccup to think that there was something (or someone) there. Hiccup did look out of the skylight and in Jack's direction, right where Toothless was growling, but Jack could tell that Hiccup was looking through him.

"What are you growling at bud?" Hiccup asked. "There's nothing there."

Toothless lay down in defeat, figuring Jack would go and take off. He had said that this would be his last attempt, but when he stayed he wondered if Jack had one last idea under his sleeve. Jack appeared to be concentrating, and suddenly a shape appeared in the frost on the ceiling. It looked like a dragon, a Night Fury to be exact, and suddenly the figure came out of the patterns and started to fly around the room.

Surprisingly Hiccup wasn't freaked out at first. He was actually amazed, laughing as the ice dragon flew around his room and landed on his shoulder for a split second before disappearing into a gently puff of air and ice. Hiccup looked around once more, and once more his eyes stopped when he looked out of the sunroof and directly at Jack. The only difference was that this time Jack didn't feel like he was being looked through; he felt like he was being looked at.

"Did you do this?" It was that simple statement that confirmed it. All Jack could feel was an amazing sensation that he couldn't even describe. Someone was finally seeing him! Someone believed! "Wait, who the heck are you?" Hiccup demanded, racking his brain. He knew it wasn't anyone from Berk since he had never seen them before. Then it hit him, and his eyes grew wide with realization. "Jokul Frosti. Legends do exist."
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Jack's nose crinkled as he passed a few of the Herbology greenhouses, not particularly enjoying the smell of damp soil (or of certain plants themselves). He smiled as he rounded a corner and spotted Hiccup in the Herbology greenhouse their class took place in, nose buried deep in a textbook. The Ravenclaw was always reading or tinkering with something, and it was one of the things that Jack found cute about the skinny brunet. If he put his mind to something, he could do anything.

Jack sat down next to the boy, as he did every Herbology class. It was only class that Slytherin and Ravenclaw shared, so he wanted to make the most of his available distraction. It wasn't like Jack needed Herbology for his future, and he really wasn't a fan of the topic, so he never really paid attention in the class. He only listened enough to pass. Today, however, Jack had an ulterior motive.

"Hey Hic," Jack prompted when Hiccup neglected to look up from his book. Apparently he hadn't even noticed Jack sit down as he look up and seemed surprised to see Jack sitting right beside him. He closed his book and smiled.

"Hey Jack, happy Thursday."

"Ugh, why is it only Thursday? It needs to be the weekend."

"It's a good thing that there's no spell to make every day a weekend," Hiccup laughed, "Or we'd all be in a lot of trouble." Jack laughed before changing the topic.

"So, speaking of this weekend, the Yule Ball is coming up on Saturday."

"Yes, it is," Hiccup said, voice laced with sarcasm as he confirmed the statement as if talking to a young child. Jack shoved him with his shoulder and they laughed. Hiccup's wit and sarcastic remarks were one of the first things that Jack had noticed about the boy when they'd met last year, when he'd managed to use them to get out of trouble with Professor Flitwick. Jack had been amazed and instantly felt a desire to get to know the boy. Over the past year he had started to fall for the brunet, and he was pretty sure Hiccup was starting to fall for him too. The problem was that he would never show it. Jack had made what he considered to be a subtle move, and while Hiccup had appeared to like the flirting he hadn't said anything committal. All he had said was, _'Berk is a place where people don't always adjust quickly or well to change or different things.'_ The conversation had stopped there, and Hiccup always skirted the flirting and interested line. Since then Jack had had no reservations about calling their solo outings dates, however Hiccup would never say the word and would always want to assure everything was kept under the radar.

"Well," Jack said when he returned from his memories, "I was wondering if you'd be my da…"

"Jack, shh!" Hiccup quietly exclaimed, placing a hand over Jack's mouth. He looked around quickly to assure that no one had overheard Jack before exhaling and removing his hand. Jack was used to this and decided that now was not the time that he wanted to restart this conversation, so he rephrased the question.

"Well I was wondering if you'd like to spend some time at the ball with me."

"Sure," Hiccup said, smiling while his shoulders visibly relaxed. "It'll be fun. So, do you think that that backfired spell will wear off by then?"

Jack's hands immediately flew to his hear, running a few of the strands between his fingers. He pulled some of his fringe down in front of his face to see the white locks with his own eyes before laughing gently. Jack had an affinity for spells dealing with winter and ice, spells that were actually very advanced by most standards and not normally taught until later years, but that didn't mean that they always went off without a hitch. In his most recent spell Jack had tried to make it snow in the courtyard, however the spell had backfired. Fortunately the only effect it had on Jack was to turn his hair white, but even a week later it hadn't changed back. Jack hadn't mentioned this to anyone yet, but he was no longer sure if it was even going to. Personally he didn't mind; he thought the white hair looked cool.

"Not sure. To be honest I'm not sure if it will even…" was all Jack had the chance to say before Professor Sprout walked in and started talking.

"Good afternoon class! We will begin today with…"

That was when Hiccup zoomed in and Jack clocked out for the next couple hours.

Saturday came faster than either boy expected, and before he knew it Jack was standing outside of the Ravenclaw common room, waiting for Hiccup. He waited at the top of the spiral staircase, denied access when he was unable to answer the riddle posed by the eagle knocker. It was probably for the best; a Slytherin inside the Ravenclaw common room would probably make people stare.

Hiccup finally exited, dressed in a tuxedo that was clearly a little too large for him. Considering Jack was in the same boat as they were both unusually skinny, no comment was made. The only colour on Hiccup's entire black and white outfit came from the bow, a forest green that nearly perfectly matched his eyes. Jack himself had had the same idea, donning an icy blue bow tie that matched his eyes as closely as he could manage.

"Remind me, who's in Ravenclaw and who's in Slytherin?" Hiccup asked, waving his hand in a circle when it took Jack a moment to catch on to the fact he was referencing their bow ties. He chuckled and retaliated.

"Please, you wish you could be in Slytherin."

"Why? So I could live in a cold, dank dungeon?"

"It's not that bad."

"You are the last person I am taking temperature information from." Jack could understand that, considering the whole I-love-the-cold-and-have-a-mastery-of-winter-spells thing he had going on.

"Whatever," Jack conceded. He'd rather live in the dungeon than have to climb all the flights of stairs they were currently descending just to get up to his room. "You look really good tonight," Jack commented, and he thought he noticed Hiccup turn a little red. Jack chuckled inwardly at the Christmas-related thoughts of Hiccup's red face and green bow, but he kept that thought in.

"Thanks. You look good too. Although I see that the white hair is still present."

"I've stopped caring what it does," Jack said, again reaching up to his hair. "I kind of like it white."

"Me too," Hiccup said, surprising Jack. "It suits you somehow." Jack smiled at the complement before facing forward once more. The last thing he needed right now was to fall off one of the moving staircases.

Their walk was silent from that point on, until they arrived at the ballroom. A classical song that neither boy recognized was playing, and the tri-wizard champions from the varying schools were all dancing in perfect synchronization. Jack and Hiccup found a spot to stand off to the side as others started to join in the dance. When the next song came on the choreography ended, and Jack decided to take a chance even though he was pretty sure that it was doomed to fail.

"So, Hiccup, dancing seems like it…"

"I'm going to grab something to drink," Hiccup interrupted almost immediately, and Jack sighed. Jack may have been expecting that result, but that didn't make it any less disappointing. "Do you want anything?"

"I'll just come with you," Jack said as he started to weave his way through the crowd. He felt Hiccup grab his shoulder to make sure that they didn't get separated, and Jack smiled. It wasn't much, but he supposed that it was something.

They stood around the punch for a solid five minutes, making small talk while they sipped the clearly spiked beverage. Where anyone could have gotten alcohol Jack and Hiccup were unsure, but they were definitely impressed by the feat. They drank slowly to assure they kept their heads, but it tasted really good and they had to stop themselves from drinking more.

Suddenly the music changed from classical to upbeat pop, and Jack laughed. People were jumping up and down on the dance floor and while a few of the professors were confused, others laughed and just went along with it since the students appeared to be having a good time.

"Come on Hiccup, let's go dance!" Jack said, pulling Hiccup towards the dance floor. Hiccup opened his mouth to argue, but before he could say a word Jack added, "It's just jumping around. Loosen up a little."

Hiccup finally gave in and allowed himself to be dragged onto the dance floor. Jack insisted on being right in the middle of the hyper crowd of teenagers, and soon enough Hiccup was jumping up and down in time with everyone else. He didn't really know how to dance, but by watching and copying others out of the corner of his eye, he thought he was doing alright for himself. Plus Jack was having a good time which made him happy too.

Hiccup wasn't sure how long they had been going, but suddenly the upbeat songs stopped and another slow song came on. While several people grabbed their dates and started swaying to the music, many immediately vacated the dance floor in favour of the fringes of the room. Hiccup was eager to follow but was stopped when Jack grabbed his wrist and pulled him back.

"Hiccup wait, can we talk for a second?"

"Let's just get off the floor first," Hiccup said, pulling Jack who refused to let go of the boy's wrist. Unfortunately for him Jack was stronger, unsurprising since the boy played Quidditch while Hiccup spent his extra time reading, and Hiccup was stopped in his tracks.

"Here is fine," Jack said, pulling Hiccup back and placing one hand on Hiccup's lower back. As he grabbed his other hand Hiccup noticed that Jack had taken the lead, but he elected to say nothing. "Besides," Jack continued, "Out here everyone is too focused on dancing. People will be less likely to eavesdrop."

Hiccup realized that Jack was right, and at this point it would be awkward to leave the middle of the dancing group. Hiccup simply kept his head low and prayed silently that no one would see him.

"So, what did you want to talk about?"

"Hiccup," Jack said before pausing to swallow his nerves, "I have feelings for you. Strong feelings, and I've had them for a while. But I'm confused because you never show feelings for me, but you also don't stop me. So I need to know, Hiccup, do you like me?"

Hiccup took a moment to answer, and in that gap Jack started to become concerned. He sincerely hoped that he hadn't just freaked Hiccup out. The last thing he wanted to do was lose a friend. He could swear he heard every heartbeat in his ears, overpowering the music the band was playing as they swayed. If the tempo changed Jack probably wouldn't even have been able to notice.

"I do Jack. I really like you," Hiccup said in a soft voice, and that put Jack over the moon. Jack was about to express his happiness but before he could, Hiccup continued. "But Berk is place where people aren't very good at adjusting to change. If I told anyone that I had feelings for you, I don't know what would happen." The statement would have deflated Jack considerably had he not had a response prepared for it.

"But we're not on Berk Hiccup. We're at Hogwarts. Things are different here, people are different here. No one here is going to judge. Well, not many."

Hiccup finally found the courage to lift his head as Jack said that, and he looked around the room. Sure enough, no one was staring. No one seemed to care that there were two males slow dancing together. Hiccup took a deep breath of relief, and in the same breath he realized just how right Jack may be. Suddenly he caught sight of one girl giving him the death stare, and he became concerned once more.

"Uh, Jack? That girl over there is giving us a dirty look." Jack spun them around to catch a glimpse, and when he looked back to Hiccup he laughed slightly.

"That's just Ann Marie. She's tried to make several moves on me, but I kept shooting her down for obvious reasons. I guess she's just upset that I had my eye on you instead of her. She's really started to get annoying. Hey, want to help me stick it to her?"

"How?" Hiccup asked, and Jack didn't even answer. He leaned in and placed a kiss on Hiccup's lips, causing the boy's eyes to fly wide open. Hiccup noticed Ann Marie storm off before his eyes slid shut, enjoying the rest of the kiss. Jack smiled as he pulled away, and Hiccup could only imagine how red his own face was.

"Thanks for that," Jack smiled, removing his hand from Hiccup's lower back as he stopped dancing. "Come on, let's go grab a seat." A chair sounded amazing at the moment to Hiccup, and so he had no complaints. They had barely just sat down when a redhead started walking up to them. Her dress was adorned with Gryffindor colours, and Hiccup recalled her name as being Merida. He had never truly met her even though they were in the same year, but she was quite the Quidditch player and Hiccup had heard of her prowess around the school.

"Hey Frost," she said as she approached. "You'd better not start using the "I have a boyfriend" excuse for any slip ups on the pitch. I'm not showing you any mercy just because you're with someone now."

"Wouldn't expect anything less," Jack laughed. "But I don't need you too. I could still fly circles around you anyways."

Merida laughed and walked away, but as she passed Hiccup she leaned down and whispered in his ear, "I'll deny ever saying this, but you got a good one."

"What did she say?" Jack demanded as she continued to walk.

"Oh nothing," Hiccup smiled.
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Jack looked at the screen until it went blank, and even after that he still stared at it for a few more seconds. So, Hiccup was his next kill. He had to wonder if it was fluke or if their employer had seen that they'd met and he didn't want to risk it. Regardless, Jack had to think this one through. Did Hiccup have the same thing flashing on his screen? Would Hiccup have been given any additional information like a time or a date? Or potentially even Jack's address?

At that though Jack immediately made his way to his arms closet and opened it. He picked a couple of guns he could easily keep on his person and left the door open in case he'd need it. The more he thought the situation through, the more obvious the plan became in his head. He was going to wait for Hiccup and use his cameras to patrol the house. If Hiccup was going to come for him and take the initiative, Jack was going to take home field advantage. He had enough supplies to last a few days, so he could definitely outwait Hiccup if need be.

The first day was the worst. Jack never left his bedroom, watching the cameras non-stop on his television set. His guns were laid out around him, all cocked and at the ready. He was tense, but he managed to keep his cool. He inspected even the slightest of creaks and sounds that the walls made on their own, only to come up empty handed every time. He even went outside once and inspected all of the bushes, coming up with nothing. It was two in the morning when he decided that he needed to sleep, so he triple checked that all of the windows and doors were locked before setting the alarm and barricading his bedroom door. He left two guns ready on his night side table and slept lightly.

The second day was slightly better, but Jack was still on edge. He managed to break away from the security cameras for about fifteen minute blocks to watch some television, and he didn't inspect even the smallest creak in the walls and the floors. He managed to prepare and eat a full meal that day rather than relying on instant noodles and nuts, and he even managed to watch a few episodes on Netflix. He made two rounds of the property that day, again coming up with nothing.

It was on the third day when Jack was starting to become stir crazy. He hadn't left the house in days, he was running low on supplies, and he watched all of the episodes of television shows he was behind on. He took care of all of the housework including vacuuming, dusting, and gardening, and he even managed to take a thirty minute shower. It was eight in the evening when he decided he couldn't take it anymore, and he grabbed his car keys.

He sat in his car, keys in the ignition, when he realized that he felt like going dancing. He hadn't been to his favourite club in what felt like eons, and he was definitely in the mood for it. He realized, however, that he might be drinking, so he returned his keys to where they belonged inside and grabbed his green fare card instead. The bus stop was only a five minute walk away, and the route would take him right downtown. As he was about to leave he stopped himself once more, packing a gun in his belt loop just in case. He kept it under his shirt so security wouldn't see it.

The bus was arriving right as Jack walked up to the stop, and given the hour it wasn't very busy. It flew past many of the stops, getting Jack downtown in a near record twenty five minutes. He had to walk a block or so to get to the club, and when he did the line out front was only still forming. He got in quickly and paid his cover, breezing past security by maintaining his cool. No one suspected he had a gun, and that made his life exponentially easier. He took a moment to examine the crowd in the front two rooms before making his way to the EDM room in the back. When he looked around he didn't see anyone that attracted his eye right away, and so he made his way to the bar.

"White Freezie and a shot of vodka," Jack nearly screamed to the bartender in order to drown out the blasting music when she finally turned to him. The shot came first, which Jack quickly took before using his mixed drink as chase. He stuck around the bar as he sipped the rest of his drink, watching as the room filled up. He ended up having a third drink, then a forth, followed by another shot before he finally made it out to the dance floor. He wasn't sure if he was getting into the music or if the alcohol was getting to him, but he had no reservations about dancing on his own, and he was jumping up and down like no one was watching.

Not a few minutes later someone came up behind him and started dancing with him, placing one arm on his shoulder. Jack tried to turn around, however the male (or at least he assumed it was a male by the hands he saw) grasped his hips and kept him facing forward. Unable to rotate, Jack decided to keep dancing but press his body flush against the other man's. They started moving in unison, keeping with the beat of the song.

Two songs later Jack still hadn't been able to turn around. He did, however, suddenly feel a pair of lips on an exposed patch of skin. Again, it may have been the alcohol or it may have just been the inertia of the situation, but Jack leaned his neck the other way which gave the mystery stranger greater access. A few seconds later Jack felt teeth, and he let out a subconscious moan. He allowed it to continue for a few seconds before his curiosity got the best of him, and he used as much force as he needed to break free of the man's grip and turn around.

Jack felt the man's mouth release his neck and the hands flew away out of surprise of Jack's sudden force. Jack was smiling as he turned, ready to finally introduce himself to the affectionate stranger and hoping for someone attractive. When he took in the man behind him, the man standing tall and with a grin on his own face, Jack's smile dropped. It wasn't that the man was unattractive, quite the contrary actually, it was that the man was Hiccup.

Jack immediately reached for his gun, however before he could get it out Hiccup grabbed his arm. He shook his head before thrusting his head to the side, clearly indicating that he was referring to the crowd around them. After a second Jack caught on; killing Hiccup was not worth creating mass panic and probably altering a dozen security cameras to his secret identity. Jack narrowed his eyes, and Hiccup grabbed his arm once more. As the brunet dragged him to the front door of the club, Jack made sure to double check that Hiccup hadn't somehow swiped his gun. Finding it safely in his holster he felt a little safer when Hiccup pulled him out of the main door and into the side alley beside the building.

"Let me guess, you're here to kill me?" Jack asked, not quite reaching for his gun yet. He could see both of Hiccup's hands and as long as they didn't move, neither would Jack. Besides, he was pretty good at hand-to-hand combat.

"I knew you liked this place. I figured you'd come here eventually when you got stir crazy of your own house."

"Rule 3?"

"Rule 3," Hiccup confirmed.

"I really should follow those sometime," Jack mentioned to himself, making Hiccup chuckle a little.

"Probably. But I'm not here to kill you Jack," Hiccup said, and Jack nearly had to do a double take.

"Wait, what?"

"I know that's probably why you're here…"

"How did you know?" Jack asked, pulling out his gun. Hiccup lifted his hands out of instinct, but he managed to keep talking.

"Well I figured if I got the job then so did you. But I looked at that screen until it went blank and I decided I couldn't do it. I couldn't kill you."

"Oh yeah? And why not?" Jack asked, cocking the gun. A piece of him was so ready for this, ready to exact his revenge for all of those stolen contracts, but something was stopping him from actually pulling the trigger.

"Because I have feelings for you."

Jack nearly dropped his gun. He had prepared himself for a whole series of responses, a novel of a list of excuses, but that had most definitely not been one of them. He was rendered speechless, and so Hiccup took the opportunity to explain to the clearly confused Jack.

"Think about it. I've been following your work. I'm interested in your life, and you and your work inspired me to become an assassin myself." When Jack gave him a look, he added, "I know that sounds mildly stalker-ish but hear me out. Think about that day at the movie theatre parking lot. That kiss, I realize it may not have been much to you, but it was something I had wanted to do for a while. I moved you out of harm's way instead of killing you, didn't I? And surely you haven't already forgotten what just happened."

Jack had to admit, the boy raised good points. Either he was really dedicated to this story to get his hit, or the boy actually cared for him. He lowered his gun slowly, and Hiccup's hands followed. While Hiccup was grateful that he was no longer on the wrong end of a handgun, Jack's mind was racing. He had to admit, he had felt something different during that quick kiss in the parking lot. He took a moment to seriously evaluate his feelings for Hiccup, and while he wouldn't say he had feelings for the boy, he also couldn't say that he didn't have feelings.

"So, you really like me?" Jack asked, to which Hiccup nodded. "Well, you're in luck then," Jack said as he re-holstered his gun. "I've decided not to kill you. You're welcome." As Jack said this he gave a little bow and Hiccup couldn't help but smile and let out a small laugh. "However, I've decided to give you a shot. I don't know if I have feelings for you, but I'd like to find out. So, do we have a deal?"

"Absolutely," Hiccup smiled.

"Now there's just one thing…" Jack started, but before he said anything else Hiccup finished his sentence.

"The contract."

"Exactly. One of us has to die. Or at least fake their death to make our employer happy. So, here is what I propose."

"Proposing already? But Jack we've barely just met!" Hiccup exclaimed jokingly, and Jack just had to smile; he couldn't have kept it in if he'd tried. Clearly the boy had a sense of humour, and Jack could definitely appreciate that.

"I propose," Jack continued, "That we go back to my place. We'll make this look like we made a truce because they're probably watching us, but when we get back to my place I'll shoot you in the side. I know where to aim so that it won't kill you and the pain will be minimal. Then I'll drag you inside to pretend like I'm disposing of your body. They'll think your dead and all will be well."

"Wait, how come I have to die?"

"Because I'm too good to fail and I was the assassin first," Jack remarked with a joking smile. "Now come on, the bus will be coming soon."

"Or I could just drive," Hiccup said, jingling a set of car keys. Jack stopped dead in his tracks, not even turning around.

"Alright fine you win."

They walked to Hiccup's car, a green Volkswagen Golf, and Jack gave Hiccup directions back to his place.

"You'll probably have to lay low inside for a few days," Jack explained to Hiccup as he drove. "To avoid any suspicion. Alright?"

"I suppose," Hiccup said as he took a corner. In a comically higher pitched voice he added, "As long as you keep me company I'll be fine."

"Oh cut the sap," Jack said, punching Hiccup's arm lightly and laughing. "Now, I assume you know where I intend to shoot you since there is only one section of the body that guarantees no damage."

"I know, but just shoot me in the chest."

"Wait, what?"

"Yeah, I have a bulletproof vest on," Hiccup explained, taking the corner onto Jack's street.

"What, you just walk around with one on?"

"Well in this profession it's not a bad idea," Hiccup pointed out. "Plus I wasn't sure if you were going to shoot me tonight."

"Yeah, well, you're still pretty lucky that I didn't," Jack said, turning his fingers into a gun and holding it to Hiccup's temple. He pretended to pull the trigger, and Hiccup made the car swerve slightly as a joke. Hiccup stopped in front of Jack's house, parking his car on the street in front of it. "Alright, you ready?"

"Hang on, I want this to be as authentic looking as possible," Hiccup said. Before Jack could ask what that meant, Hiccup planted another kiss on Jack's lips. Their lips moved in slow unison, and Jack swore he even felt a little tongue before Hiccup pulled away with a smug grin on his face. Jack had to admit, Hiccup was an amazing kisser. "Now let's go."

They got out of Hiccup's car, and it went exactly as planned. They walked side by side until they were on Jack's front walk, when Jack pulled out his gun. Hiccup's hands flew up once more, and he mustered the best panic face he could.

"Wait, Jack, I thought we had something!" Hiccup said perhaps a little too loud, but Jack could chastise the assassin's acting at a later time.

"We did," Jack responded, "a contract." Jack let loose three bullets into Hiccup's chest, and Hiccup flew backwards and into a bush. He had to admit, while the boy sucked at acting vocals he had the moves down. Jack dragged Hiccup's limp body into his house, and as soon as the door was closed Hiccup cried out in pain.

"Seriously? Did you have to do three? You know that it still hurts even with one of these vests, right?" Hiccup ripped off his shirt, which now had three distinct holes in it, before peeling off his vest. The bullets fell to the ground with small pinging sounds and Jack got a look at the bruises underneath (as well as a solid look at Hiccup's naked torso). "At least the bruising is minimal."

"Yeah, it is," Jack said as he snapped back from his mild trance. He had to admit, Hiccup looked pretty good under his shirt. "Come on, let's get you upstairs."

Jack showed Hiccup to the guest room and bathroom before fetching him some towels and something to sleep in. Jack was slightly shorter than Hiccup, and so nothing appeared like it would fit the 'former' assassin properly. He had to give him an XL tshirt and size 36 pants, which comically drowned Hiccup in fabric. Regardless Hiccup was thankful for the change of clothes.

One last goodnight was exchanged before they retired, and when Jack returned to his room he actually noticed that he still had many of the guns in his room from a couple of nights ago. He contemplated putting them back, but if Hiccup saw him walking through the house with massive guns right then it might scare him half to death. He couldn't even do it quietly, considering how much noise the arms cabinet made when it was opened. If they were going to make this whole thing work there was going to have to be some form of trust developed between the two. Jack simply placed them in his drawer or under his bed before he too turned in and fell asleep.

Jack was awoken to the sound of the house alarm going off. It was in alert mode rather than panic mode, so he assumed that Hiccup had probably gone downstairs and triggered one of the motion detectors by accident. He reached over and pressed the button on his remote to deactivate it before crawling out of bed and to his bedroom door. He figured he should probably explain to Hiccup what was going on.

"Jack? What's with the noise?" Hiccup asked as soon as Jack entered the hallway, appearing from the door immediately beside his.

"You must've triggered one of the motion detectors downstairs," Jack explained, but Hiccup gave him a confused look.

"Jack, I haven't left this room all night."

Both boys jumped aside when a bullet hole suddenly appeared in the wall between them, and looking over they found a masked gunman coming up the stairs. Acting on instinct, Jack grabbed Hiccup and jumped into his bedroom before closing the door. He rushed over to his bedside table, throwing open the drawer.

"Jack what the hell is going on?" Hiccup demanded as a bullet hit the door, although it made a sound as if hitting metal. Hiccup could only assume Jack had bulletproofed his door, which was actually quite intelligent. Perhaps it would hold out their assailant for a while.

"I'm going to go with our little charade wasn't as convincing as we needed it to be," Jack guessed, passing Hiccup a semi-automatic gun. He himself took a handgun and an AK-47 before giving them each a couple of hand grenades.

"You were keeping these in your room? Wow you really must not trust me."

"That's actually not why they were here, but can you blame me for not trusting an assassin right away?" Jack asked, but before Hiccup could answer there was an explosion. The bedroom door flew inwards, narrowly avoiding Hiccup. His assassin instincts kicked in right away, however, and as soon as the gunman entered the room Hiccup had two bullets in the man's head. "Impressive," Jack complemented, and Hiccup gave a slight bow. "Now come on, something tells me that there won't just be one of them."

The upstairs was clear so they slowly made their way downstairs. Without talking Jack signalled Hiccup to avoid the third step from the top; it was squeaky and he didn't want to give away their location. Jack poked his head around the wall that separated the stairs from the main room and immediately pulled it back, a bullet hole in the wall right where his head had just been. Jack knew that the wall protecting had been reinforced, and so he held their position there while the barrage of bullets assaulted the general vicinity. It became clear that there was more than one person in the other room.

Jack reached to his belt, taking one of his grenades. Looking at it he realized he had actually grabbed a flash bang, which was quite fortuitous for the situation. He tossed it around the corner and when the assassins cried out in pain, he and Hiccup jumped out from around the corner. It took ten shots to kill the six men and one woman in the room, but as soon as they were dead more bullets came from the door leading into the kitchen.

The pair dove behind the couch and Hiccup almost immediately tossed a grenade over the couch. It was a Hail Mary toss, however after the explosion the gunshots ceased. Hiccup had a smug grin on his face and all Jack could think was, _'Fluke'._

Neither said anything before they heard several windows smash upstairs, and Jack realized there was only one solution. They needed to get these people off their backs, and the only way to do that was to make them think that they were dead.

"Hiccup, I know I said I didn't entirely trust you and I don't know how you think of me at the moment, but I have an idea. Do you trust me?"

"Five minutes ago it was questionable, but fighting for your life with someone can build trust real quick."

"Alright we need to get to the basement."

"But we'll be trapped!" Hiccup exclaimed, and as he said that footsteps could be heard on the stairs. Jack decided there was no more time to delay and dragged Hiccup up and to the basement with him.

"Just trust me!" Jack led Hiccup without much resistance down the stairs and around the corner, but Hiccup came to a dead stop when he saw the vault like container that Jack was about to ask him to get inside of.

"Oh hell no, I am not getting in that thing," Hiccup said, ripping his arm back.

"Hiccup please, it's the only way."

"How do I know that this isn't just some plan to lure me in there and then kill me? Maybe this was all a part of your plan all along," Hiccup accused.

"Hiccup that makes no sense. Why wouldn't I have killed you at the club? Or heck in your sleep or when we were hiding behind the couch together?" Hiccup hated to admit his momentary lapse in common sense, but Jack was right. He would have had multiple far less extravagant methods. The boys turned to the sound of steps coming down the basement stairs, and that was all the motivation Hiccup decided he needed.

Jack climbed in after the brunet and sealed the door. Hiccup looked around, seeing they were in some sort of fortified panic room. It was a plain metal square with a keyboard and some screens showing different parts of the house on one side. Jack made his way to the keyboard and started typing.

"I suggest you brace yourself; this might get a little bumpy," Jack said, sitting himself in a corner of the room.

"What are you talking…" Hiccup started, but he was interrupted by an insanely loud bang that knocked him off of his feet. The metal around them creaked and groaned while objects banged on the outside, but then there was a sudden deathly quiet. "Ok, what just happened?"

"I blew my house up."

"I'm sorry what?"

"Think about it. Everyone will think we're dead and we just got rid of any threats that were still inside the house. I had the house outfitted with a self-destruct feature."

"Impressive," Hiccup admitted. Jack said nothing, instead opening the door a crack to take in their surroundings. The house was non-existent, save some debris covering the vault. It was nothing Jack wouldn't be able to push off, and the neighbours' houses looked like they suffered nothing worse than a few shattered windows.

"Come on, let's…" Jack started before he suddenly slammed the door shut once more and sealed it.

"What's going on?" Hiccup asked, concerned at Jack's sudden change of behaviour. The white haired assassin shushed him, and he listened to see what Jack was hearing.

"Well we lost a few men and women sir but there is no way the targets survived this," came a female voice.

"Excellent," came a raspy male voice that almost made Hiccup cringe. "I will not have two of my employees engaged in any form of relationship. That takes care of that then."

"Hiccup come on that's our employer! He tried to kill us! This is our chance to get him," Jack said, but Hiccup quickly pulled him away from the door and restrained him.

"Jack don't be stupid," Hiccup said as Jack attempted to break free. "Think about it. What if we fail? He'll know we're still alive and we'll never be able to get away. If he thinks we're dead then this is our chance to escape and never have to worry about any of this ever again. You heard what he said, there's no way he'd ever forgive either of us."

Jack stopped fighting when Hiccup raised his point. As much as Jack didn't want to admit it, Hiccup was right. It wasn't a chance he should take, even if he did want to murder the man (or at least see his face).

"You're right," Jack conceded. When he heard the cars drive off he said, "Now come on, we need to get out of here before anyone else comes and finds us. We can go to my safe house and then plan how to leave the country from there. Ready?"

Hiccup nodded. He was ready for everything: to leave this job, to leave this life, and to leave this country; especially if he was with Jack.

**THREE MONTHS LATER**

Jack sighed as he readjusted himself on the beach chair, waiting for Hiccup to return with their drinks. He looked out over the ocean, taking in the view from their Oceanside villa. There wasn't a cloud in the sky, the breeze was so gently you might not even notice it was there, and the sun was the perfect temperature.

Getting up, Jack decided to jump into the pool. He had been sitting in the sun for over an hour and he was ready to cool off slightly. The Jamaican sun kept their outdoor pool at the perfect temperature year round, and after a graceful dive Jack allowed himself to float along the surface with his eyes closed. He was rudely disturbed by a sudden splash of water, and he spun himself into an upright position. Hiccup emerged right in front of him and placed a kiss on his lips before he could react, then made his way to the side of the pool to grab their drinks.

"Sorry, I couldn't resist," Hiccup smirked, giving Jack his glass and clinking it against his own. Jack took a sip and laughed it off, moving towards the side of the pool. "Happy three monthiversary by the way."

"And here I was thinking you'd forgotten," Jack joked.

"You know, if I'd've known our savings could set us up for life in a place like this in a country like this, I would've faked my death years ago."

"But then you wouldn't have met me," Jack faux-pouted, and Hiccup had to laugh.

"Actually that sounds like an improvement," Hiccup remarked, earning a splash from Jack. He hurried to cover his drink, not wanting it ruined by the saltwater in the pool. "I'm just kidding," Hiccup assured, "I wouldn't give up you, or any of this, for the world."

"Neither would I," Jack smiled. "Love you."

"Love you too."


	22. Holidays

**December 21 2014**

**Prompt: Holidays**

**Well everyone, it's the end of another HiJack Week. It's been fun and I hope you all enjoyed :) I'll see you all next time! For now, since I think Christmas one shots are overdone for this prompt, have a New Year's story :)**

"Are you sure it won't be awkward Hiccup?" Jack asked, pulling on the collar of his sweater slightly. He was in the passenger seat of Hiccup's navy blue sedan, making his way to someone named Astrid's house. It was 7:30 in the evening on New Year's Eve, and the couple was just heading to the party after a dinner out. "I mean I've never met anyone there before."

"Jack these are my friends. We've been dating for six months and you still haven't met any of them. I know you won't know anyone there at first, but you'll get to know them. Do this for me please?"

"It's not even so much the meeting them that's awkward," Jack corrected. "It's the fact that I'll be sleeping over and I've never met this Astrid before."

"Oh relax. We'll be in the same bed. It's not like I'm leaving you there alone with her or anything."

Hiccup sentence did little for Jack. He was silent for the rest of the ride, still constantly pulling on the neck of his hoodie. It was a nervous habit of his, and he couldn't seem to drop it. Hiccup never said anything, but Jack knew that he noticed it.

They pulled into the driveway of a stereotypically suburban two car garage brick house and Jack took a deep breath before getting out of the car. He grabbed their bags from the back seat and followed Hiccup up the front steps. Hiccup hadn't even finished knocking when the wooden front door flew open, revealing a skinny blonde girl on the other side.

"Hiccup!" she exclaimed, wrapping the boy in a hug.

"Hey Astrid," Hiccup responded as he returned the hug. They split a few seconds later, and Astrid moved aside to let the pair in.

"You must be Jack. It's a pleasure to finally meet you," Astrid greeted when the white haired male passed over the threshold. She stuck out a hand, which Jack shook after moving his duffle bag from his right hand to his left. "Here, I'll show you two where you can put those."

She led the boys upstairs, opening a bedroom door to reveal a plain room with a queen bed and a couple nightstands. They dropped their bags quickly on the floor, wanting to make their way back downstairs and into the basement where the sounds of laughter and music could already be heard.

"By the way," Astrid added as they descended to the main floor. "That room is right beside mine, so if you're going to get it on tonight then keep it down would you?" Both boys immediately turned redder than Santa Claus' suit, and Astrid couldn't suppress her laughter. "You two look like you need a drink. Come on, the bar is set up in the basement."

They descended into the basement and Hiccup discovered that the rest of the gang was all there. Astrid made her way over to the bar, Fishlegs and Ruffnut were over at the television playing some video game, and Snotlout and Fishlegs were in the midst of an arm wrestle.

"Hiccup!" Snotlout exclaimed as the boys entered the room. From his voice it was quite clear that he was drunk out of his mind. Hiccup was actually quite impressed; he had clearly broken his record from last year for how early he could get hammered. Tuffnut looked over at the door as Snotlout said greeted them, and the distraction was just enough for Snotlout to slam Tuffnut's arm onto the table. Snotlout got up from his seat victorious and he walked up to the pair. "Good to see you cuz!"

"Cuz?" Jack whispered to Hiccup softly, but Hiccup had no time to respond before he was wrapped in a hug.

"'Nd you must be Jack. 'M Snotlout," Snotlout introduced, releasing Hiccup and turning to the slightly skinnier male. Jack extended his hand, but Snotlout clearly had another idea: he wrapped Jack in a hug as well. Jack almost thought his legs were going to give out from under him with the weight Snotlout was putting on him, but he managed to hold out until Snotlout was pulled off of him. Jack thought it was Hiccup that had saved him, but as it turned out it was the blond haired boy.

"Hey Tuffnut," Hiccup greeted, but the boy was too focused on Snotlout. Jack had a feeling that Hiccup had just said the name for his benefit.

"I dem-demand a rematch," Tuffnut slurred, and Snotlout laughed.

"I won fair 'nd square," Snotlout said, slurring less but the alcohol could definitely still be heard in his voice.

"You-you cheated. Fight me." Both boys started to wind up a punch, and Jack became concerned.

"Hic, should we stop them?" Jack asked, but Hiccup only smiled.

"No, let them handle this."

When the punches were thrown, both boys missed. Then, as if in some low budget comedy, the pair fell over and didn't get back up.

"Oh my god, are they unconscious? Do they have a heartbeat?" Jack asked, starting to panic and wondering why no one else in the room was reacting to this. He was about to put his First Aid knowledge into practice but once again Hiccup's laughter stopped him.

"No, they're just asleep. It happens when they get really drunk. But I have to admit, it's impressive; 8 o'clock is the earliest they've ever managed to reach that point before tonight. Come on, let's head to the bar."

During the whole Snotlout and Tuffnut ordeal Astrid had made her way over to the television, watching the others play their videogame. Hiccup made his way behind the bar and placed his hands wide on the counter.

"So, what can I get you mac?" Hiccup asked, artificially dropping his voice to a lower register.

"Hm, you know, I'd love a good screwdriver," Jack responded with a wicked smile.

"You still remember that from our first date? Impressive," Hiccup admitted as he grabbed the vodka. When he handed over the drink he added, "Well there's your drink. The other part will have to come later."

Jack blushed, but he took a few sips of his drink and the colour dissipated. Hiccup made himself a screwdriver as well, wiggling his eyebrows at Jack as he took a sip. Wordlessly they made their way over to the television, Jack glancing over and noting that the boys were still asleep on the floor.

"Alright Fishlegs is the guy and Ruffnut is the girl," Hiccup whispered as they made their way over before he said, "Hey guys! How've you been?"

"Good," Ruffnut and Fishlegs responded simultaneously, eyes not moving from their game. They were playing Super Smash as it turned out, and both only had one life left. The round was intense, with Ruffnut playing as Link and Fishlegs playing as Captain Falcon. To Jack it almost looked like a dance, with the character moving quickly and gracefully across the stage. There weren't a large number of hits, with both players very clearly skilled at the art of evasion. In the end Ruffnut claimed victory with an impressive 150% damage.

"Darn it!" Fishlegs exclaimed as he threw his remote down, clearly upset with his narrow loss. Ruffnut cackled as she jumped up and down, punching Fishlegs in the arm.

"Good game, but not good enough," she heckled before finally turning to Jack and Hiccup. "Hey Hiccup. And helloooo Jack."

"Um, hi?"

"So Fishlegs," Hiccup interjected, "Anything new?"

"School, work, the usual," Fishlegs replied, standing up and shaking Jack's hand. "Nice to meet you. You want to play a round?"

"Absolutely!" Jack said, excited to get a chance to show off his skills at the game. "Hiccup, be player four."

"Jack you know I suck at this game," Hiccup replied.

"Exactly; you'll make me look better." The group laughed at that and Hiccup grabbed a remote; he was just glad that Jack was getting into this and willing to hang out with his friends. Astrid took over for Ruffnut, who decided that a temporarily better use of her time would be to go draw on Snotlout and her brother's faces with permanent marker while they were still sleeping.

The games continued to be played, the alcohol continued to flow, the conversations continued, and Snotlout and Tuffnut continued to sleep through it all in their drunken stupor. It was 11:40pm when they finally awoke, getting up and stumbling over to the couch.

"Did we miss New Year's?" Tuffnut asked while Snotlout just groaned.

"No, it's only 11:40," Astrid assured them. "But let's change the television to the news so we don't miss the countdown."

"Hey Astrid," Jack piped up as he set his glass down on the coffee table, "Where's the bathroom?"

"Down the hall, last door on the left," Astrid explained, but Hiccup waved a hand as he downed what was left of his own drink.

"I'll show him Astrid," Hiccup offered, taking Jack's hand and leading him down the hall. Jack said nothing, but he had been watching Hiccup outdrink him all night. He was almost outpacing him at a 2 to 1 rate, and it showed in the way he walked.

"Hiccup, are you drunk?" Jack asked, but he got no response as Hiccup led him straight into the bathroom. "Well, that was a highly direct tour. Thank you," Jack said, but Hiccup remained unmoving from where they stopped in the bathroom. When he finally moved a few seconds later he moved so quickly that Jack wouldn't have known that alcohol was messing with his boyfriend's motor skills.

Hiccup pushed the door closed with his foot and pushed Jack backward. He stumbled and ended up sitting on the toilet –thank goodness the lid was closed– and before he knew it, Hiccup was sitting on his lap. Jack felt warm lips on his own, needy and attempting to deepen the kiss almost instantly. Jack was never one to deny Hiccup when it came to a kiss, and his mouth opened just enough for Hiccup's tongue to gain access.

Jack wasn't sure if it was the occasion or the alcohol (but probably the latter), but Hiccup seemed even more passionate than normal. Hiccup let out a gentle moan as Jack's hands ran through his hair, and Hiccup moved slightly to get better leverage. Jack's heart started to race and he nearly forgot that he was in a bathroom in someone else's house as he opened his mouth wider for Hiccup. Hiccup's pulled his lips away from Jack's, earning a pout from the boy, but they immediately replaced themselves on the white haired boy's neck. Instinctively Jack bared his neck for Hiccup, and the brunet began to suck and graze his teeth over the sensitive skin. He was sure that he was going to have a hickey until there was a banging at the door that made them both stop and jump.

"Hey you two, keep it clean in there! Other people will be using that bathroom too and the countdown is in ten minutes!" Astrid's voice came through the door, and both boys turned red for the second time that night. They broke apart and fixed their clothes before Hiccup placed his hand on the door handle.

"Busted," Hiccup chuckled. "Come on, let's get back to the party."

"In a second," Jack responded. "I actually do have to go to the bathroom."

"Oh, right," Hiccup said, remembering that Jack had actually had a reason for going to the bathroom. He looked over Jack once more with a loving glance, his eyes drifting over every part of his boyfriend's frame with a sense of lust and love still in his gaze, before he left the room and closed the door behind himself.

Jack returned to the party a couple of minutes later, finding everyone around the bar enjoying a drink. Hiccup was making the drinks, and there was one sitting and waiting for Jack. Jack recognized the pale orange drink from a mile away and couldn't help but smile.

"And a screwdriver for the gentleman," Hiccup cracked, pushing it closer to a smiling Jack. Hiccup took another moment to admire Jack's smile and how genuine it always seemed. He was returned to attention when Astrid was snapping in front of his face.

"Earth to Hiccup! Come on, the countdown is starting in a few minutes."

The group made their way to the sitting area, taking their seats. Hiccup sat down in the large arm chair, and when Jack sat on the arm Hiccup decided he would have none of that. He pulled Jack onto his lap with a startled squeak from his white haired love, and he gave him a gentle kiss on the back of his neck. Everyone rolled their eyes and Tuffnut even groaned, but both of the boys decided that they didn't care. They'd keep it clean; for now.

There was small chit chat for a few moments before the countdown. As the group counted in unison, staring at the numbers on the television, Jack's eyes were glued to Hiccup and vice versa. Their faces grew closer as the numbers got lower until finally at they shared a PG rated kiss while everyone else screamed, "Happy New Year!" The couple pulled apart slowly and smiled, at least until their focus was broken by a high pitched squeal. Looking over they found Ruffnut locking lips with a ruby red Fishlegs.

"Geez, Astrid, I didn't know your voice went that high," Hiccup cracked, to which he received a pillow in the face. Jack had had to dodge it, but he still managed to laugh when it fell off of Hiccup's face and onto his lap.

"Can it fishbone," Astrid said as she made a fist, smiling and giving both boys a Happy New Year hug before she moved on to the others.

The group hung around for another few minutes before everyone agreed they should probably head off to bed. Astrid's house was large enough fortunately to hold them all, so no one had to worry about driving that night. Hiccup and Jack were the first to disband, although Jack was not entirely by choice; Hiccup had picked him up bridal style and was carrying him out of the room, much to the entertainment and cat calls of the others.

Neither boy said a word as Hiccup carried Jack up two flights of stairs before gently setting him on the bed. It was at that point that both boys realized just how tired they were and just how much the party had taken out of them. Hiccup tossed Jack his pajamas and after they changed, they just lay in bed together and held each other close. Neither boy said anything, but the way they looked into each other's eyes with such love and adoration spoke thousands of words in a silent, never ending chorus of devotion.

"Happy New Year," were the only words exchanged between the couple before they both drifted off to sleep in each other's arms.


	23. I'm Makin Waffles!

**June 21 2015**

**Prompt: "We can stay up late, swappin' manly stories, and in the morning...I'm makin' waffles!" - Shrek**

**Modern AU**

**Yes I know this is a day late XD But to be honest this HiJack Week I'm only doing a couple of the prompts. I didn't find them that inspiring this time :(**

**...**

Hiccup knew that it would end up coming to this, and now, as he and Jack stood inside his one bedroom condo in the heart of the city, he knew that he had no choice but to allow the words to pass his lips.

Jack had arrived for the first time that day in his deep blue Tiguan about 9 hours prior, close to 5pm. In his hand he'd held a bottle of wine and a smaller bottle of vodka. The wine had been for dinner, and the vodka for afterwards. It was Saturday night and the pair had decided to have a meal in before heading to the club not too far from Hiccup's condo. Dinner had gone well, and the bottle of wine had disappeared along with the chicken and pasta Hiccup had made. Their conversation had been normal and Jack seemed perfectly fine even after half a bottle of wine. Around 8pm the vodka had been sufficiently chilled and cracked open, along with the orange juice and cranberry juice. The music was turned up and the pre-drinking began. About three quarters of that bottle had been finished before they left at 10pm, most of which had been consumed by Jack in the form of shots.

The entire evening Hiccup had been trying to get himself to warn Jack to slow down, to tell him that he had to drive later, but he was never able to bring himself to do it. He had been hoping that his boyfriend would sober up while dancing, getting him to drink lots of water while doing so, but at the same time he had been hoping that he wouldn't. He let himself think that he just wanted to dance to the next song, holding his boyfriend and moving with the music, but he kept thinking 'one more song' until it was too late. It was about 2 in the morning when they left the club and headed back to Hiccup's condo, and Hiccup knew with the way Jack was walking and the fact that he couldn't find his keys even though they were right in front of him that he had to do something.

"Jack you're drunk," Hiccup stated blatantly. It caused the white haired male's attention to snap to him immediately. "You can't drive."

"Aww, Hic," Jack slurred, throwing an arm around his shoulders and planting a kiss on his lips. Hiccup could still taste the vodka on Jack's lips, making him wonder if he had done a shot while he had gone to the bathroom. "I know. I'm going to go to a hotel. I'll walk, I'm just taking my keys so when I go to leave I don't have to wake you if you want to sleep in."

Hiccup appreciated the sentiment, and he did intend to sleep in, but that was not where he wanted the conversation to go. He built up a little courage, mildly concerned to be asking this since they had only been dating three months and unsure how Jack would react, but just as Jack turned around he managed to spit out, "Or you could stay here for the night."

Jack spun back towards Hiccup, and from the goofy grin on his face Hiccup could tell that he had no need to be nervous.

"I mean I do have a Queen bed, and that way you wouldn't have to pay for a hotel room. That is, if you want."

Before responding, Jack wrapped Hiccup in a massive hug. "Hic of course I want! This is great! We can stay up late, swappin' manly stories, and in the morning…I'm makin' waffles!"

Hiccup couldn't help but laugh. "Stay up late? It's already almost 2:30!"

"Well late-r!" Jack responded, the goofy smile still gracing his face. "Come on, we can sleep in, right? Where do you have to be tomorrow?"

"Well, nowhere…" Hiccup started before Jack interrupted.

"Exactly! Now come on," Jack said as he pulled Hiccup towards the bedroom, "I was serious about everything I just said!"

Hiccup allowed himself to be pulled into the bedroom, and too exhausted to actually change into proper pajamas both boys just stripped to their underwear before getting under the covers together.

"So, manly stories?" Hiccup asked, slightly amused. He'd break it to Jack in the morning that he didn't have a waffle iron, when his blue eyed lover was much more sober. The only answer he got to his question, however, was a loud snore. Rolling off of his back and onto his side to take a look, he found Jack already sound asleep and rolling onto his other side. He chuckled inwardly before moving his head up a little on the pillow, gazing out at the city skyline. He found that the lights of the downtown skyscrapers only a few kilometres away actually helped put him to sleep. He wrapped an arm around Jack and pulled him close, enjoying the moment and the shared body heat. It didn't take long before Hiccup too was sound asleep.

...

Hiccup awoke the same way he did every morning he didn't set an alarm. The sun shone through his window, making its way through the sizable crack through which he had admired the downtown lights. As the light rested on his eyes he roused from his slumber, there being only one difference from when he had gone to sleep: Jack was no longer in his arms.

He listened for a moment, wondering if Jack really had gone to make waffles like he had said last night, but it was not the sound of kitchen utensils clanging that he heard first. Hiccup nearly jumped when the loudest snore he had heard in a long time, even louder than his father's, originated from right behind him. He had to hold back a laugh as he rolled over, finding Jack on his back, his arms and legs sprawled in every direction. Hiccup supposed in their sleep he had rolled over and Jack had taken up all available room.

Hiccup climbed out of the bed softly, trying not to disturb Jack. He made his way to the bathroom where he brushed his teeth, then out to the kitchen for some breakfast. It was when he was pouring the cereal into the bowl that he heard the next sound from the bedroom, but it wasn't a snore. It was more like a moan of pain.

Hiccup immediately dropped the box of cereal and ran to the bedroom. He found Jack there, his eyes clenched tight and his limbs moving slowly in all directions. His hands occasionally grasped onto the sheets, pulling them up in his fist. Running to his side, Hiccup shook Jack gently, assuming he was in a nightmare.

"Hic, it hurts," Jack groaned, his eyes opening ever so slightly and his movements slowing to a stop. It was then the Hiccup realized it wasn't a nightmare, but a hangover. He couldn't help but crack a small smile.

"Drank a little too much, did you?" Hiccup asked with a smirk. Another groan was all he got in response, and Hiccup had to hold back a chuckle. He immediately went over to the curtains and closed them, removing any direct sunlight from the room. He then went into the bathroom and got a glass of water and two Advil for his suffering boyfriend.

Re-entering the bedroom Hiccup found a mess of sheets around a still moaning Jack. He knew he'd have to fix the bed later, but that was something he'd worry about when the time came. Wordlessly he helped Jack up just a little bit before helping him take the two green pills.

"So," Hiccup said after Jack had finished the water, "What were you saying about manly stories and waffles last night?" When Jack just shot him a dirty look, Hiccup laughed. "I'm kidding. I knew you shouldn't have drunk half the vodka bottle last night."

"Why didn't you stop me?" Jack asked as he raised his hand to his forehead.

"What am I, your mother?" Hiccup cracked. Jack was slightly less amused than Hiccup was in their present situation. "Alright, you stay here. I'll go make you some toast. You need to eat."

Jack nodded, and Hiccup returned to the brightly lit kitchen once more. He put the bread in his toaster and admired the southern view his kitchen/living room had while he waited, but he was interrupted by a sudden bang from the bedroom. When he walked in to investigate the noise this time, however, he found Jack was gone. He didn't have to wonder for long before he heard the heaving noises from the bathroom and he knew.

Hiccup shook his head as he leaned on the doorframe to the bathroom. His boyfriend was hugging the toilet bowl and had become even paler than before, much to Hiccup's amazement. Hiccup inwardly laughed at his own joke that Jack's skin tone now matched the white walls around them, but he kept it to himself.

After he poured Jack a glass of water from the tap and handed it to him, he stroked his hair gently and said, "It's a damn good thing I love you."

That make Jack smile.


	24. Monster AU

**June 22 2015**

**Prompt: "Sweetheart, my last boyfriend was a homicidal loser so I think I can handle a werewolf." - Teen Wolf**

**Based off of wildestthing (on Tumblr)'s Monster AU**

**...**

Jack turned to look at Hiccup for what was probably the fifteenth time in as many minutes. They were sitting on Hiccup's couch in his condo, watching his Netflix, but Jack was so distracted with Hiccup that he wasn't even 100% sure about what they were even watching. He had planned a night out for them at a restaurant Hiccup had been dying to try, but at the last minute Hiccup had been so insistent that they stay in instead. Hiccup had claimed he wasn't feeling well but Jack didn't notice anything wrong, and even when he had first arrived all of the curtains had been drawn. Something was definitely off.

On the sixteenth time, Hiccup met Jack's gaze and he cocked an eyebrow. Jack shook his head, leaned forward, and pressed the space bar to pause the movie. When Hiccup proceeded to give him a confused look, Jack rose from the couch.

"Jack, what's going on? Are you OK?"

"It's funny," Jack chuckled, but there was no amusement behind it. "I could ask you the same question." Jack paced slowly back and forth in front of the couch.

"I told you I wasn't feeling well Jack," Hiccup said, a hint of exasperation starting to lace his voice.

Jack sighed. As he thought of what to say next he took a look around the apartment. The red couch matched will with the red accent wall across the room. The rug that had been there since the day Hiccup had moved in still rested below his feet, creeping below the IKEA television stand and over towards the dining table. The kitchen was nearly impossible to see as it was hidden in a dark corner of the condo with no lights other than the soft glow emanating from the television.

"You know, you gave me zero warning about that. You could've called a couple hours ago to tell me. Do you know how hard it is to get a reservation at 180?"

"I do know, and I appreciate all of it, but this came on rather suddenly," Hiccup tried to explain.

"And just what is it that came on rather suddenly?" Jack demanded, a toxic tone starting to underlie his words. He wasn't upset with his boyfriend of 4 months, quite the contrary he was quite compassionate for his ill boyfriend, but he was starting to wonder if that was truly the case. Was there some other reason that he didn't want to be seen in public with him? Was he so embarrassed that he had to keep the curtains closed to prevent the people in neighbouring buildings from seeing in? When Hiccup failed to provide any form of answer other than a stutter, Jack continued.

"And why exactly are all of the curtains closed? It's night, it's not like the room needed to be any darker for a movie." As Jack said this he moved towards the curtains, but as soon as he rested a hand on the soft grey material Hiccup jumped up and pulled him away.

"No!" Hiccup exclaimed, pulling his boyfriend back before he could throw open the curtains. He immediately realized what he'd done, and he realized that now he was in even more trouble.

"Wow Hiccup," Jack started, his voice dripping in sarcasm, "You must've made a miraculous recovery!"

"It's not that Jack, it's just…" Hiccup started, but before he could finish he suddenly felt a pain start to grow in his stomach. In a panic he looked over to the blinds, and when he saw the small space between them his face drained of all blood. A small crack of moonlight had snuck through, and sure enough it had managed to reach his hand.

Hiccup only had about three seconds before he collapsed, and Jack almost immediately panicked. Hiccup tried to warn Jack to leave, to back up, but he couldn't force his vocal chords to work. He hated the feeling of being winded, gasping for air as his body changed state. He would swear he could feel each follicle of hair growing out across his body, on top of the tail and claws.

It was about thirty seconds of intense pain and a panicked Jack before Hiccup's transformation was finished. He found himself on all fours, panting lightly and unable to bring himself to look up at Jack. Jack too had sounded like he had settled, and instead of panicked calls to his boyfriend he just provided a soft and questioning, "Hiccup?"

Hiccup wanted to cry. This was exactly what he had been trying to avoid, and while he knew he probably couldn't do it indefinitely he had at least hoped to wait until their relationship was more established. Now he had no choice but to face the music. Why had the full moon needed to be a full night early? Over the years Hiccup had become extremely good at predicting when the full moon would arrive, but for some reason this time it was early.

"Jack," Hiccup said softly, tears starting to form in the corners of his eyes. They were quickly absorbed by the fur on his face, and after a few seconds he finally managed to bring himself to look Jack in the eye.

Hiccup would be lying if he said that he understood Jack's reaction. It wasn't terrified, it wasn't confused, and it wasn't upset; it was a look of total understanding that completely befuddled Hiccup. Only three other people that weren't family knew about his condition, and this was not how any of them had reacted.

"Hiccup," Jack said softly as he helped the werewolf up off of the floor. As soon as Hiccup was back on the couch Jack went over to close the blinds and turned on a light. It took both of them a moment to adjust to the new lighting level but within a few seconds they were both sitting on the couch once more.

"Hiccup," Jack repeated, "You're a werewolf?"

Hiccup nodded. "I'm sorry."

"Why are you apologizing?"

"Why aren't you reacting?" Hiccup retorted. "I was horrified of the day you would learn of this, but in every scenario that ran through my head this was never how you reacted. In fact, no one has ever been this calm."

"Sweetheart, my last boyfriend was a homicidal loser so I think I can handle a werewolf," Jack said. "Besides, being a vampire I'm used to this kind of thing."

"Your ex…wait what?" Hiccup said, finally processing all of the information. "You're a vampire!?" Hiccup's eyes widened at that.

"Yes to both," Jack laughed. "I was waiting to tell you but I figured that I might as well do it now while we're miraculously on the subject."

"But, how…how?" Hiccup started, but he couldn't seem to finish.

"Think about it babe," Jack explained. "We've never gone out during the day, I work the night shift, and I'm way pale." Hiccup thought about that for a moment and realized it was all true. It all fit, except for one thing.

"Wait, but you have normal teeth," Hiccup pointed out. His tongue had explored the inside of Jack's mouth on far more than one occasion and he had never noticed any abnormalities.

Instead of answering, Jack opened his mouth. He extended and retracted his teeth a few times, showing off to Hiccup how he had managed to hide so well. Hiccup couldn't help but laugh; they really did fit well together.

"So," Jack said, finally breaking the momentary silence between them, "Now that everything's out in the open, how about we finish the movie?"

Hiccup smiled. Curling up onto Jack's lap he pushed the space bar once more and the movie resumed. As they sat there watching the movie, Jack subconsciously running his hand through Hiccup's fur, Hiccup realized that he couldn't remember a time when he had been happier.


	25. I'm Crazy About You
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**Prompt: "I'm crazy about you, and I want you to know that if I had the choice of hangin' out with anyone in the entire world or sitting at home with you, eating pizza and watching a crappy TV show, I'd choose you every time."**

**Modern AU**

**...**

Hiccup placed his hands on his hips and leaned back as far as he could. As he stretched his back, waiting for the ever satisfying pop, he took a look around him. The aisle of the well-lit grocery store was nearly fully stocked, and only a few products remained in Hiccup's cart to be placed on the shelf. When he finally felt the relief he sought in his back, he kneeled down once more in order to place the cans of sweet corn on the bottom shelf. He glanced over to his right once more to find that Jack, his co-worker, was already placing his last can of the night on the shelf.

Hiccup found Jack to be an interesting character. He would always make the time to pull good hearted jokes on his fellow co-workers, but he never fell behind on his work. He made sure that everyone at the store liked him, and even a few customers knew his name off the top of their heads. The fact that he had snow white hair also didn't hurt his ability to be remembered. Hiccup remembered seeing it for the first time when he had trained the boy only six months ago.

Hiccup hadn't realized he had been gazing into nothingness, only to be snapped back to reality by Jack's voice. Fortunately his eyes had wandered to the can in his hand rather than Jack himself, preventing a potentially awkward situation for Hiccup.

"Hey Hic, want some help?" Jack asked, not even waiting for the answer before he picked up a few cans and started placing them.

"Thanks," Hiccup smiled, returning to work.

"So," Jack asked as he faced the cans he had just placed, "You going to that employee appreciation movie theatre thing tomorrow night?"

"Yeah, I think so," Hiccup responded without looking up. "It sounds like fun. Plus how does one refuse a movie with no crowded cinema? You?"

"Yeah, definitely! I've been excited for it for the past week." The pair quickly finished placing the last of the cans and heading for the clock out machine when Jack added, "So, want to go out to dinner afterwards? You know, just the two of us?"

Hiccup couldn't help but smile. He had lost track of the number of times that Jack had asked him out in the past six months, but at this point it had sort of become like an inside joke between the two of them. They both knew that Jack still actually wanted to do it, and Hiccup being a pansexual wasn't entirely against the idea, he just didn't think that they would make a good couple was all. Besides, he liked having Jack as a friend and a relationship could make things weird very quickly

"Sorry Jack, but no," Hiccup laughed. When he looked over at the boy he saw him chuckle lightly too, but it was what came before that that captured Hiccup's attention. Jack had almost seemed upset at first, saddened by the rejection. Hiccup had never seen that before; normally Jack had just laughed it off as well, or so Hiccup thought. Had Jack really been saddened by each rejection? Before Hiccup could say anything though they had already reached the staff lockers and Jack had left with his things. Hiccup could only watch him walk away.

...

Sure enough, Jack did show at the employee movie night the next day. He and Hiccup sat next to each other, cracking jokes and chit chatting during the movie like the friends they were. When the movie ended they left the theatre, and on the way down the escalator it returned like clockwork.

"So, Hiccup, you sure you don't want to go out to dinner with me?"

Hiccup was about to give his usual no, but when he saw Jack's face droop just in the slightest during his pause, he said something else.

"Jack, why do you want to go out with me?"

Hiccup had never responded with anything other than a 'no' before, much less with a question. It visibly threw Jack off and the teen needed a moment to think about what had just been said before he could answer.

"Uh, because you're cool? And kind? And I like you?" Jack made these statements but they sounded more like questions. Hiccup noticed that he sounded unsure of himself.

"Jack, see? You don't even know why you want to go out with me. I think we're better off as just friends." As they reached the bottom of the escalator Hiccup took a step towards the exit doors, but Jack grabbed his shoulder and pulled him off to the side.

"But I do know why I want to go out with you Hic!" Jack pleaded, and Hiccup had to admit that he hadn't seen this one coming. Jack was really going for it this time.

"Oh? Then tell me."

"Because I'm crazy about you! And I want you to know that if I had the choice of hangin' out with anyone in the entire world or sitting at home with you, eating pizza and watching a crappy TV show, I'd choose you every time." Jack said it with such passion and intensity that Hiccup needed a moment before he could respond.

"You really like me that much?" Hiccup asked, his voice suddenly sounding smaller and shier than he would've liked.

"I do," Jack confirmed, a smile finally gracing his face once more.

"Well," Hiccup smiled, "All you've managed to prove is that you can quote television shows rather well, but fine. Dinner. You ready?"

Jack blushed at the fact that he had been caught using the quote, but Hiccup had just said yes. His smile nearly split his face in half as he grabbed Hiccup's hand and led him out of the theatre. In his excitement, however, Jack was moving a little too fast and Hiccup needed to remind him to slow down.

"Jack, fake leg, remember?"

"Right, sorry," Jack said as he released Hiccup's hand and slowed down. Another light blush came forward, and Jack did his best to shoo it away as fast as he could. They walked for a minute before Jack was surprised to feel Hiccup's hand in his own once more.

"I just said slow down, I never said you had to let go," Hiccup smiled. With that, Jack's smile was back.

...

Hiccup didn't think Jack would have actually gone through all of the trouble to plan it out in advance, especially considering that the odds were more than likely that Hiccup would have turned him down, but sure enough Jack had reservations at a decently nice restaurant. Hiccup looked around as they sat down; he had never been to this place before and the inside was gorgeous. Real wood tables, dark hardwood floors, the chairs were padded and comfortable and there was a small bar off in the corner. It was a bit cramped, the restaurant only being meant to hold about fourty people and nearly every chair being taken, but it was still comfortable.

"This place is amazing," Jack said, returning Hiccup's attention to himself. "I've been here quite a few times."

"How did you find out about it? I've never heard of it before," Hiccup asked as he opened the menu in front of him. The outside was firm and yet somehow soft to the touch, and as read over the first few items he heard a sizzle coming from the open kitchen next to the bar. Whatever they were making it smelled delicious.

"Jack my boy! Welcome back!" Hiccup looked up just in time to see a large man with a white beard come up to Jack and shake his hand. He held back a laugh when he wondered to himself how the only man with a stature that could compare to his father's managed to squeeze himself between the tightly spaced tables, but he returned to his regular composure when he heard his name.

"Hiccup, this is Nicholas St North. He's a good friend of my family and he's the head chef here."

"It's nice to meet you," Hiccup said as he shook the man's hand. Afterwards he thought for sure he had broken a bone in his hand, but he simply returned to his seat. When the man wasn't looking he shook it off, and after speaking to Jack for a few more minutes he bade the pair farewell.

"So that's how I found out about the place," Jack laughed, answering Hiccup's prior question.

Their conversation moved on to the menu and to the movie until the server interrupted to take their order. Even after that though it continued along like nothing had happened. Hiccup had originally been concerned that this would be awkward, that they would run out of things to talk about, but in reality it was just like they were hanging out as friends. It really didn't even feel like a date except for perhaps the location, and again when the bill came.

Jack insisted on paying for the whole thing saying he had been the one to ask Hiccup out, and eventually Hiccup caved. Jack had driven and Hiccup had taken the bus, so Jack offered to drive Hiccup home. As Jack drove the route he had gone several times before to see his friend, the conversation picked back up like it had never stopped. It did stop, however, when Jack pulled into the driveway. There was an air of awkwardness and Hiccup immediately tried to fill it.

"Thanks for dinner. That place was amazing."

"Yeah, North is an amazing chef."

"You really didn't have to pay Jack."

"I know, but I wanted to and I asked you out."

"Alright well next time I'm paying."

"So you're saying that there'll be a next time?" Jack asked, hopeful.

Right after he'd said it Hiccup realized the trap he'd just walked himself into. He had to think quick, but he realized that maybe dating his friend wouldn't be so bad. Jack was a great guy, maybe it could be fun.

"Yes, there will be," Hiccup said with a smile, and Jack couldn't stop himself from hugging the brunet. Hiccup laughed as Jack pulled away, but he didn't move that far. They sat within a few inches of each other, staring into each other's eyes, until after just a moment that distance started to close.

The kiss was fast and simple. A light touch of the lips before both boys pulled away, both of them too busy trying to hide their blush to notice the other's. It only lasted for a moment, but they both wished it could have lasted longer. It could have, but just a few seconds after their blushes subsided Hiccup's mother pulled into the driveway.

"Have a good night Jack," Hiccup said as he opened the door. "I'll see you at work tomorrow?"

"Yeah," Jack smiled. When Hiccup closed the door Jack waved to his mother and reversed out of the driveway. After he put the car in drive and pulled away his fingers made their way up to his lips, touching them gently. They stayed there, resting on his smile, all the way home.


End file.
